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DARKNESS! VOICES! 


the voices crackle in the dark, poor quality radio transmissions full 
of dropouts, garble, and Crosstalk. 


~»  BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 

4 Shack to Seven, Shack to Seven. Do 
; oa have a hook on bin 227 Come in, 

even. 


: ‘ . JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
- Seven! Say again, Shack. 


. SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
The man‘s asking if we're hooked on 
22, ya dumb shit! 


, TONES’ VOICE/RADIO 
This is Kist-My-Ass-One to Kiss-My~Aas- 
Two. Blow it out your ass, Sixpack. 


Nothing is visible in the blackness and it's difficult to tell the 
difference between JONES' black drawl and SIXPACK'S cracker twang under 
the circumstances...but that's not the point: the point is this is a 
group of people in a working environment that is, for them, routine... 


. BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Let's can the crosstalk and get a hook. 
on number 22 please. 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
abe chiAyy boss man, less get a hook 
on 22. r ; 


Suddenly a woman's VOICE... 


' BOWMAN'S VOICE/RADIO 
Six to Shack. I’m the hook, 


A light suddenly flares and bobs in the darkness, changing the 
blackness to a gloomy blue. Tiny creatures, echoniderms, drift past 
and for the first tine we realize we're underwater, 


As the light lurches closer it rakes crazily across a desert of barren 
sediment...the bottom of the ocean...very deep...too deep for most 
living things. " P 


The light moves closer and passes into the sudden, urgent, halogen 
Slare of a fjxed worklight and we realize that the moving light is a 
headlamp affixed to the helmet of...ONE OF THE STRANGEST MCNSTERS WE'VE 
EVER SEEN...A SEVEN FOOT TALL, 1200. POUND MOTOR SUIT THAT LUMBERS 
AWKWARDLY THRCUGH THE WATER WITH THE GRACELESSNESS OF A ROBOT, EVERY 
MOVEMENT ACCOMPANIED BY THE WHINE OF SERVO MOTORS THAT "AMPLIFY" THE 
MUSCLES CF THE DIVER WITHIN TEE SUIT. 
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(Note: Without the motors, a diver would be immobilized by the 
tremendous pressure at such depths, and without the suit, the pressure 
would crush a person instantly.] 


Across the chest of the huge suit the name “BOWMAN, A” is stencilled 
just above the Trans Pacific logo. BOWMAN'S face is illuminated by a 
cheat light inside the helmet. She's a blonde woman in her thirties. 
She hears SIXPACK'S VOICE crackle over the cadio in her helmet. 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
If you're on the hook, why aren't we 
hooked, sweetheart? Whadja do, trip 
- on a tit or something? 


BOWMAN'S headlamp reveals the edge of a bin that locks like a dumpster 
with the number 22 scrawled in white paint on the side. As she 

moves toward the bin illuminated in the glare of another worklight, 
she speaks into the tiny mike in her helmet... 


* BOWMAN/RADIO 
Six to Shack. If that asshole gives 
_ me any more shit, I'm filing a 
“ grievance. You copy that, Shack? 
That's sexual discrimination. 


cut To 
INSIDE THE SHACK 


In a'tiny office littered with papers, half-full coffee cups, and a 
confusion of wires and very low-tech high-tech gear, BECK, a clean cut 
kid in his twenties, speaks wearily into a microphone. 


BECK 
I got that, Six, I copy. Could we all 
just can the chatter and hook that bin 
go we can knock off? Or do you like 
it out there so much you want to crank 
another shift? 


cot TO 
ONDERWATER/ BOWMAN 


BOWMAN kneels next to the bin in the glare of a halogen worklight and 
starts to attach a hook and line to a hook on the bin as she speaks. 


BOWMAN/RADIO 
That's negative on the second shift. 
i I'm setting the first hook now. 
Someone mutters “About time" over the radio, but BOWMAN ignores the 
comment as she concentrates on attaching the heavy hook to the bin. 


‘< 
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SHE DOESN'T NOTICE THE SHARK! IT'S A GREAT WHITE, EIGHTEEN FEET 
LONG, SUDDENLY GLIDING INTO THE GLOW OF LIGBT JUST BEHIND HER. 
OMINOUSLY THE HUGE CREATURE ROLLS AND ARCHES, DISAPPEARING INTO THE 
BLACKNESS AS BOWMAN, HAVING ATTACEED THE HOOK, MOVES ALONG THE BIN 
TO CONNECT TEE NEXT HOOK, BER SERVO MOTORS WHINING. 

7 ~- , BOWMAN/RADIO 

“i Pirst hook is set, I'm setting number 

two. . 
BOWMAN concentrates on the next hook, tries to fit it. 
: , 

The hodk latch won't close, the hook slips. 
OUT OF THE BLACKNESS, THE SHARK LOOMS AGAIN BEHIND HER. 
BOWMAN retrieves the hook which dropped. to the ocean floor. 
THE SHARK GOES RIGHT AT EER, ROLLING OVER TO ATTACK... 
Glancing left, BOWMAN sees the SHARK just ag it hits her! 
CRUNCH! TERRIBLE TEETH ON SOLID STEEL! 
BOWMAN'S SERVOS WHINE. 
WHAP! SHE SMACES THE DAZED CREATURE ON THE FIERCE SNOUT. 


" BOWMAN/RADIO 
Beat it, asshole! 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
Who you talkin' to? Who's a asshole? 
You talkin' to me, Bowman? 


cut To 
ANOTHER MOTOR SUIT 3 


Another giant suit is lumbering through the glare of a nearby halogen 
worklight. Crudely stencilled on the chestplate of the suit is the 
nickname "SIXPACK.° A big man in his late twenties, SIXPACK'S beady 
eyes peer out of his helmet as he speaks into his mike... 


STXPACK/RADIC 
Res She ain’t callin' you an asshole, ya 
asshole, she's talkin’ to a fish! 


SIXPACX can see BOWMAN in the glare of his headlamp as she turns away 
from the groggy SHARK and again begins to attach the second hook to the 
bin. ff 


COBB*S VOICE/RADIO. 
Ain't no fish this far down. 


; NAKAMURA'S VOICE/RADIO 
We too deep for fish. No food. 


Servos whining, SIXPACK lumbers. into the darkness beyond the glare of 
the worklights. 


SIXPACK/RADIO 
Well, there's Ms. Bowman. He was 


fe tryin’ to eat har. Can't blame hin 
a for that. 


_ 7 cur TO 
MOTOR SUIT/BOWMAN 
BOWMAN is finishing up with the hook as she snaps into her radio... 


’ BOWMAN/RADIO 
You hear that, Mister Beck? That was 
a@ sexual reference! 


 BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
What about “the hook? Is that bin 
hooked? - 


" BOWMAN/RADIO 
Hooks on! Ready winch, and roll! 


MOTOR SUIT/SIXPACK 


SIXPACK'S helmet crackles with the radio chatter as he moves through 
the jet black water, his headlamp probing the blackness... 


The light suddenly reveals the terrible SHARK looming through the 
blackness. % 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
Okay, we-got winch. 


SIXPACK is moving toward the SHARK as we... 
cur TO 


MOTOR SUIT/BOWHAN 


BOWMAN watches the bin grind along the ocean floor, porte by the heavy 
chain. As iv disappears into the blackness beyond the range of her 
helmet light, she turns away, speaking into her radio. 


BOWMAN/RADIO 
Six to Shack, 22 is rolling. That's 
scratch 22... 
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ee UESEnA off as her helmet light reveals something ahead in the 
gloom. 


. BOWMAN/RADIO 
For Christsake, Sixpack, what are you 
doing? . ‘ 


Caught in the glare of her headlight, SIXPACK is embracing the SHARK 
and squeezing it. mercilessly. ; 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Playing with the fishie-wishie! 


SQUISH! As SIXPACK'S servos scream with the effort of squeezing, the 
SHARK explodes like a rupturing tube of toothpaste, issuing innards and 
bleed in a urgent burst into the halogen glow of BOWMAN'S light. 


BOWMAN'S VOICE/RADIO 
{turn away) 
You're a real creep, Sixpack, you know 
that? 


cot TO 
MOTOR SUITS/JONES AND NAKAMURA . 


In the glare of several worklights, two bulky motor suits loom beside a 
large winch. The names "JONES" and “NAXAMURA® are stencilled on the 
chests of the battered suits. JONES is a black man in his late 
twenties, NAKAMURA a Japanese about the same age. 


They watch the bin appear out of the blackness as the turning winch 
pulis it closer, pulling it past heavy equipment squatting on the dark 
floor of the ocean. 


JONES/RADIO 
Okay, Shack, we got 22 lined up for 
pickup. ; 


coT TO 
MONITORS/INSIDE TEE SHACK 


BECK is watching a bank of TV monitors showing shadowy and almost 
indecipherably garbled views of the underwater equipment and motor 
suits. BECK breathes a sigh of relief and speaks into hia radio... 


BECK 
Okay, call it a day. 


3 
As garbled whdops and expressions of satisfaction come over the radio, 
BECK gets up..and walks to one of the black portholes. One by one he 
can hear divers' VOICES joining into a ragged chorus of the dwarf's 
marching song from “Snow White.” 


& 


m : VOICES/RADIO 
(singing off key) 
Hiho, hi ho, it's home from work we go, 
Hi ho, hi ho, it's home from work we go, 
with a hi bi hi, and a ho ho ho... 
Looking through the porthole into the blackness, BECK sees first one 


bobbing light -appear in the darkness, then ancther, then another, ag 
Wee. : 


cot TO 
THE TITLE SEQUENCE/OUTSIDE : 
As the SINGING CONTINUES over the radio, 
“ TRE TITLES BEGIN 
supered over huge MOTOR SUITS lumbering through the gloon. 


the shack ahead of them is invisible except for the caund glow of 
several portholes. 


BECK'S face in one porthole peering out looks like an oval portrait 
hung in a black limbo until... — 


Headlamps tilt wildly across the mining shack, revealing steel 
bulkheads covered with bumper stickers, graffiti, and the huge logo and 
name of THE TRANS PACIFIC COMPANY as... 

TITLES CONTINUE 
In the wild swings of the headlamps we see the familiar crossed out 
clown of the No Bozos sticker as well as bumper stickers that brag 
"Divers Do It Deeper,” "Divers like to GO DOWN,” and, in crudely 
sptay~painted letters, the words "BOTTOM OF THE OCEAN.” 


One at. a time, the MOTOR SUIT DIVERS step into the lock door under the 
legend "Trans Pac Shack 1408" and we... 


CUT TO 
INSIDE THE LOCK 
TITLES CONTINUE as the pumps roar and water is sucked out of the lock, 
leaving the MOTOR SUIT that says "WILLIE" across the chest and. 
"Williams" on the helmet dripping in the closet~like lock. Then we... 


cur To 
" 
OUTSIDE, SEA CREATURES 
Ugly SEA SPIDERS, awful creatures the size of a fist, are feasting 


greedily on the floating entrails of the burst SHARK in the glare of 
SIXPACK'S neadlamp as... 


€ 


~ 
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SIXPACK looks around to make sure he's alone in the blackness, then he 
teaches a heavy hand out toward one of the horrid SEA SPIDERS as we... 


cor To 
INSIDE THE SHACK/"SWAMP" - 


The interior ‘lock opena and the huge MOTOR SUIT with WILLIE in it 
glides: into the room on an overhead track, dripping water in the easy 
bilge two inches deep on the floor below. This is the “swamp,” 

gloomy basement~like room with grim steel bulkheads. Besides a 
overhead tracks for the suits, a confusion of spare parts dangle from 
the walls over a workbench cluttered with a jumble of tools and 
miscellaneous machinery. 


As WILLIE, a dark. haized woman in her early twenties, extricates 
berself awkwardly from the giant suit, the other MOTOR SUITS emerge 
from the lock one at a time, at intervals marked by screaming pumps and 
rushing water. Water pours oft the massive suits as... 


TITLES CONTINUE and... 


One by one the other divers struggle out of the suits, all of then 
wearing dull coveralls stamped with the company logo: JONES, RAKAMURA, 
BOWMAN, and COBB, a fifty~ish white man, grizzled and graying... 


WILLIE 
You really see a fish, 80? 


NAKAMURA 
Not possible! Too deep. 


BOWRAN 
It was a shark. 
_ Gleoking around for Sixpack) 
That big asshole Sixpack killed it. 


. JONES 
Where is he? 


Bol 
He was behind ne. 


COBB 
Eere he comes. 


They all look foward the lock, see the light ons. hear the pumps 
screaming as we... 
" cur TO 
a. . 
INSIDE THE COCK 


Water pours off SIXPACK'S giant ‘motor suit as the powerful pumps flush 
the lock. 


8. 
Then the door slides open and SIXPACK moves in and onto the rack. 
Through his visor he can see the others ag TITLES CONCLUDE and we... 
. . cor to 
INSIDE THE SWAMP 


SIXPACK"S suit comes to a atop on the rack.” His helmet releases and 
ia pulled upward. . 


SIXPACK looks around. The others are talking as they finish storing 
their sits. His eyes go iasiediately to a blackboard on one wall. 


fhe blackboard says "SHACK DOTY" at the top and shows a crude chalk 
grid with different names for different jobs on different weeks. His 
eyes pass over “Kitchen Area...Jones" and "Toilets...Cobb" and focus 
on "Suit Maintenance...Willians." 


SIZPACK smirks with satisfaction, his eyes giance at WILLIE who's 


arranging her suit. Then he looks around with feigned ignorance and 
speaks loudly. 


SIXPACK 
Eey, who the hell's got suit duty, 
buh? : . 
WILLIE looks up from her suit. 
WILLIE 


Me. I got suits. 
SIXPACK 
Pix ny pocket, will ya? My pocket's 
malfunctioning... 
WILLIZ 
Your pocket! What's the matter with 


your pocket? 
SIXPACK is climbing out of his suit, ostentatiously casual... 
SIXPACK 


Just don't work, the latch is fucked 
up, it won't open and close right. 


a JONES 
Can't get to your wallet, huh, 
Sixpack? 
} SIXPACK 
2 I keep spare bolts in the pocket. 
WILLIE 
: : (disgusted) 
(— . Just put it on the fix rack and I'll 


get it after dinner. Anybody else? — 


erent cr 


: COBB 
Motor in my right arm was getting a 
Gs little warm...overheating. 


WILLIE 
Put it on the rack. 


SIXPACK is working a lever that sends his huge suit gliding slowly 
along a special rack as we... a 
ae cur 70 
BLACKBQARD/A CONFUSION OF VOiCES/TEE MESS 


The blackboard prominently displayed on the wall of the Mess features 
neatly stencilled letters that say "Days Till Pickup.” The number 


scrawsee on the chalk smudged board obviously changes daily. Risat now 
ga eee 


+ JONES' VOICE (0.S.) 
The menu tonight features a nice piece 
of venison butterflied and served pink 
“with a light sauce... 


_ NAKAMURA'S VOICE (0.S.) 
bef no. Big Mac. Onion rings on the 
4 side. : 


c . “BOWMAN'S VOICE (0.S.) 
é Lighten up, you guys. We gotta eat 
this garbage for three more nights... 


BOWMAN is setting her little tray down on one of the two tables in the 
grtamped Mess. Others are already seated or coming in from the Galley 
with similar trays featuring an unappetizing pre-cooked meal ona 
sectioned tinfoil plate. COBB looks up from his meal, mouth full... 


coBB - 
Bitch, bitch, bitch. Sometimes I 
think I'm down here on the bottom with 
a buncha fucking ariatocrats never ate 
nothin’ but hoat queezeene. 


JONES 
(rolling his eyes) 
Aw, shit, here we go again, Cobbie's 
gonna tell us how we makin’ big 
money, and we the luckiest dudes in 
the whole fuckin’ world... 


iS a 


COBB ae 
Bullshit! I never said it was great 
down here. I'm just sayin’ everybody | 
always remembers upstairs like it was 
€o . fucking meaty 


. COBB (Cont'd) 
T did it myself ny first couple a 
tours. I'd do ny thirty days down 
here and I couldn't wait to see ny 
wife and my darlin‘ kids. 
Then I get upstairs and ay wife's 
Still fifty pounds overweight an’ the 
only reason my “darling” kids aren't 
“doing? the same drugs they were 
“doing” when I left is because they 
found some nsw anes that make then 
even crazier... 


STXPACK 
(chewing) 
You're so fulla shit, Cobb... 


COBB 
Me? Iim fulla shit? You know what 
you guya’d be doing cight new if you 
were up there in the "world.* 


STXPACK 
(a boorish leer) 
BZatin' pussy an’ drinkin’ brew! 


" JONES 
Thess kinda a vulgar way of describin' 
Cian 


BOWMAN 
We'd be eating feesh vegetables... 


NAKAMURA 
Burgers! Burgers! 


WILLIE 
Sunshine! God, I miss sunshine. The 
sun and the moon! And the water. 
Real water, blus water. I'd be 
sunbathing oc swimming or... 


COBB 
(interrupting) 

Pussy, my assi Sunbathing, my ass! 
Bow about waiting in line at the 
bank? How about the goddamn 
traffic? Right now, up top, you'd 
be waiting at a goddamn red light 
an’ some asshole behind you in a 
Camaro is playing his fucking radio 
so loud it's lifting his goddamn car 
right off the ground. 

(MORE) 
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: COBB (Cont'd) 
And when the light changes, the 
{o. moron in front of you ain't gonna 
‘ go!~- You know why not? Because he's 
turning left, that's why not. But 
did he signal he was gonna go left? 
fuck nol _. 


cur TO 
A CORRIDOR 


As BECK descends a ladder from the level above, he can hear COBB'S 
VOICE ranting. Se heads down the corridor, COBB'S VOICE getting louder 
as BECK approaches the Kess. 


COBB'S VOICE (0.S.) 

Why didn't he signal? Because it's 
too fucking complicated! I'11 tell 
you right now, we're gonna lose to the 
Rusaians ‘cause half the people are 
too fucking stupid to work something 
“as tricky as a turn signal. They're 
woronsi And the other half... 


BECK hesitates at the door to the Mess, as though screwing up his 
courage, then takes a deep breath and enters as we... 


( , cur To 
INSIDE THE MESS 


Everybody looks up as BECK enters, except COBB whose back is to him. 
COBB continues to chatter, unaware that he's lost his audience... 


COBB 

(continuing) 
-s.and the other half, they're too 
fucking important. No shit! Some 
welfare case in a '72 Impala, he's 
much too goddamn important to put on 
his turn signal, you gotta call his 
goddamn secretary and make an 
appointment to turn on his signal or 
else... 


COBB breaks off as he realizes nobody's listening. Turning, he sees 
BECK step into the galley. BECK is frowning, his eyes on the empty 
place at the end of the table. 
' 
’ BECK 
oe Doc eat already? 


oe: JONES 
( : e Be ain't showed yet. 
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SIXPACE 
(a smirk) 


va Hangin’ out at one of the local bars 
: maybe. 


BECK gives SIXPACK a glare and disappears into the galley. 
SIXPAC® snickers loudly in his absence... 


SIXPACK 
Yo, Becky! Boy boss. 


the galley door swings open almost immediately and BECK reappears with 
a plate he shoves into a microwave along the wall. 


the atmosphere is thick as BECK turns to take his seat. 


BECK 
Good job today. We're two bins up. 


JONES 
That you talking...or the company? 


BECK 
(meeting the look) 


(then...) 
: I was looking at the duty roster... 
( : at the shack time hours outstanding 
seeall of you owe time and I thought 
+ tonight would be a good time to -- 


COBB 
(erupting) 
Bulishiiit! No way, Mister Beck. No 
fucking way! We got a contract! We 
just did a full shift, you can't call 
shack dyty on top of a full shift, 
it's a contract yiolation! 


JONES 
{having a good time) 
Whoooo! Right on, Cobb, let's hear 
it for the Shop Steward! You a 
militant motherfucker, Cobb, standin’ 
_. Up for the workin’ man’s rights. Bear 
that, Becky, er, uh, Mister Beck? 
Company got to abide by the rules. 


PIVE FACES STARE AT BECK. THEY'RE LOOKING FOR WEAKNESS. THIS IS A 
CHALLENGE TO HIS AUTHORITY. WILL HE FALTER? WILL BE LOSE BIS CCOL? 


With great effort, BECK manages. to look back with an unwavering 
gaze, responding in an almost off-hand tone, apparently unruffled... 


\y 


C: 
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. BECK 
Suit yourselves! We're two up, so I'm 


calling tomorrow a down day for 


anybody who's completed his shack duty 


obligation, 
“(enthusiastic murmars) 
Ae If you do it tonight, you get the 
: whole day off tomorrow. Of, if you 
prefer, you can do your shack duty 
tomorrow and... 


+ JONES 
(a new tune) 


day. 
BOWMAN 
Right on! 


Forget Shak shit! I'l] take the down- 


+ HAKAMURA 
Shack duty tonight, holiday tomorrow! 


¢ CcoBB 
Bold on, hold on, the contract — 


+ STZPACK : 
Shut up, Cobb. You're supposed to 


work the contract for us, not against 


UB eee 


JONES 
* Yeah, Cobble, sometimes you be too 
damn militant! 


BECK 
(to Willie) 
You're suit duty, Williams. Are the 
suits okay? $ 


WILLIE 
T gotta check a hot motor in Jones’ 
acmee. 


STXPACK 
(urgently) 
An’ my pocket! You gotta check the 
“7 latch. 


ANOTHER VOICE (0.S8.) 
e Excuse me.I wonder if I took the 
/ sight exit. 


Everyone turts to see DOC standing in the doorway, a man in his 


fifties with grey hair and a face that’s been places. 
say whether he's tipsy or it's all personality. 


It's hard to 


ld. 


boc gar 
* E was looking for a Carl's Jr. and 
they said, “Get off at Olive Street." 
+ {to Beck) 
Sorry to be late, but the traffic on 
the beltway was Godawful. 


BECK doesn't Fespond to the -humor, glares at DOC, then speaks to the 
others. g . a 


BECK 
Anyone with a medical problem should 
: make sure‘’he sees Doc tomorrow, If 
“ &t isn’t serious enough to check on 
a day off, it's not serious enough for 
. a work day. 


BOC 
{mild surprise) 
Day off! ; 


SIXPACK 
, Becky...I mean, "Mister Beck,” has 
given us tomorrow off for being good. 


- BECK 
(aternly to Dec) 
You'll] be available tomorrow, Doctor. 


boc 
Well, I'1l be on the golf course in 
the morning: Then, if I don't have any 
babies to deliver, I'll be in ny 
office, yes. 


Doc gives a big nonsense grin at them all, and BECK glares as we... 
cur To 


THE SWAMP/LATER 


RRRRRRRRRRR. The door slides open. The room is spooky in the. dim 
light from the corridor. 


WILLIE enters, switches on a bank of fluorescent lights. 


Tt's still spooky. Giant machine suits dangle on the racks like 
sleeping monsters, their helmets like vampire faces. 


SPLASH! SPLASH! SPLASH! WILLIE splashes through the greasy bilge water 


and works a switch on the wall. 


is. 


WSNNNNNNNNN. A motor Boves one of the motionless suits, the one with 
SJONES® on the chest, along a rack toward her. 


cur To 
CAPTAIN'S QUARTERS 


Alone on his bunk, BECK is lying on his back, a suall portable computer 
on Bis lap. As he pecks on the little keyboard, we hear the words be's 
writing VOICE OVER... 


: vy. BECK'S VOICE OVER 
Aes Calling a “down day* was the right 
thing to do according to the book. 
, You can watch the symptoss of fatigue, 
+ sexual frustration. cramped quarters. 
They all behave exactly according to 
company psych profiles. The only 
thing the company course dcesn’t 
Fepare you for is how real it all 
and how...how personal. They 
even call me “Becky” to ny face 
“sometimes, pretending it's a slip. 
Behind ny back they call me "Boy Boss" 
and God knows what else. But I'm 
hanging in there, though it was close 
tonight when I mentioned shack duty and 
ete : the Shop Steward flipped out. I guess 
¢ \ Iasked for all this: I wanted to be a 
eader, now it's “sink or swim,* an 
( lead it's “sink im,” and if 
T don't make it, it means I don't 
deserve to. On the positive side, the 
suits are holding up very well, very 
few delays for maintenance. Williams, 
or "Willie," as everybody calls her, 
has suit duty tonight, trivial stuff... 


cur To 


THE SWAMP 


Alone in the gloom, WILLIEZ. is working on the giant suit that dangles 
over the workbench as BECK'S VOICE OVER continues... 


BECK’S VOICE OVER 
(continuing) 
In spite of her inexperience she has 
been doing a really good job.--Sixpack 
and the others kid her and play jokes 
? on her because this is her first tour 
7 on the bottom, she's the rookie. 
c Since I'm a rookie Shack Boss, in 
. charge for the first time, I'm 
P sympathetic, but I have to keep that 
( : : to myself... 


eer rans eee 


C 
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RRRRRE, WILLIE is poking a screwdriver into a motor she's exposed by 
removing a cover plate on the suit. 


RRRRRRRR. The big arm on the suit responds, noving ominously as we... 
: : cuT To 


r 


A CORRIDOR 


JONES is kneeling in the corridor, unscrewing a big plate in the 
floor while COBB stands over him holding a worklight and BECK'S 
VOICE OVER continues... 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
The clatter, in the air recycling unit 
that began a week ago continues. I 
put Jones and Cobb to work on it 
again, but I'll be surprised if they 
have any more success this tine. 


Por the first time we are aware of a persistent rattling that has been 
there all along, lost in the white noise of the background... 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
(continuing) 
The air supply isn’t affected in any 
way, but I believe the persistent 
noise has a subtle effect on morale. 
It makes the shack seem like a used 
Caren. 


JONES has raised the floor plate, exposing the confusion of machinery 
underneath, The rattle is loud and clear now, standing out from the 
loud bum of the equipment below. JONES climbs down into the machinery 
while COBB bends over him, holding the light and handing him a wrench 
ag we... 


, cur TO 
THE DORMITORY 


A boom box is blaring John Denver's "Rocky Mountain High® in the low 
ceilinged room dominated by three double-tiered bunks with doors on 
them for privacy. NAKAMURA is “singing~along" boisterously in an 
accent totally inappropriate to Denver's down-home country lyrics as he 
busily mops the floor and BECK'S VOICE OVER continues... 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
Sixpack, Bowman, and Nakamura are 
/ putting in straight shack duty in 
anticipation of a full day off 
tomorrow. Everybody's more or less 
“in line" except the Doc... 


7. 


SIXPACK and BOWMAN are hard at work washing the dorm walls with 
eccasional glances at NAKAMURA as he enthusiastically drowns-out John 
Denver altogether... 


cot TO 
CAPTAIN'S QUARTERS nee 
BECK pauses moodily over hia keyboard before continuing. 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
: He was late to dinner again tonight, 
a deliberately I expect. He likes to 
test my authority, needling me in 
. f£zont of the crew. I think he's doing 
nedicinal alcohol, but 1£ I confront 
him on it, he'll just deny it. 


cur To 
THE INFIRMARY 


boc is alone in the cramped white room. He gets up and noves 
toward a locked cabinet. Se tries to unlock it. He's clumsy 
because his handsz are shaking. . 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
Everybody opstaire will tell you what 
an asshole he is, but it won't do you 
any good to write up an attitude 
report because the company will ignore 
it. Nobody's gonna surface a guy who 
saved nine people in a cracked shack 
in the Atlantic, then practically 
resurrected a lady who blew a motor 
suit in the Pacific at 12,000 feet. 
They say she was ali gone and he put 
her out on the table in the Mess, 
opened her up, and brought her ai1 the 
way back, sent her up to the world 
with nothing worse than some scar 
tissue on her chest. They say Doc's 
like an umbrella, a ceal pain in the 
ass unless you need hin. 


DOC reaches inaide the cabinet and pulls out a bottle of clear 
liquid. With trembling hands, he pours some in a glass as we... 


: _ CUT TO. 
THE SWAMP 


RRRRRRRRRR. A monster arm moves above the gloomy workbench as WILLIE 
tickles open circuits with her probe. 


powertrain 
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On the cacks, the big helmets stare at her, the suits dangling beneath 
them like huge dormant bodies. 


RERRRRR. WILLIE causes the arm to straighten. Then, apparently 
satisfied with her work, she replaces the plate that covers the 
internal mechanisms. : Ss 


3258222222. "42272222227. She uses a power wrench to tighten the 
bolts. : 


Next she shoves a lever that starts the rack moving. 
NNNNNNNN, The next suit moves toward her, the suit that says "SIXPACK* 
on the chest. It looks menacing as it looms closer to her; gliding 
along the rack ag we... 
; cur to 
THE CORRIDOR : 
The rattling continues loudly as COBB leans down and hands JONES 
another tool. Crouched in the humming machinery, his face covered with 
grease, JONES mutters an oath as we... 
cor To 
TBE SWAMP 
The monotonous clatter of the air system is the only sound in the 
gloomy Swamp as WILLIE considers the huge suit now hanging directly in 
front of her over the workbench. She reaches up to open the pocket 
latch when... 
She freezes...listening. 
The monotonous clatter has stopped, and we... 
: cur TO 
TRE CORRIDOR 
JONES is climbing out of the humming machinery, covered with grease. 
j JONES 


Well, we got the noise. Air quality 
still sucks though. Too goddamn 


humid. 
COBB 
} You ain't gonna get mountain air on 
the bottom of the ocean, Jonesy. You 


oughtta be grateful there ain't no 
smog. — 


cot TO 


is. 


THE SWAMP 


In the gloomy silence, WILLIE starts poking at the hinged cover in 
the chest of the big suit that says "SIXPACK.” 


Some water drips out. She pushes the spring a second time. The pocket 
opens. ° ; ‘ 


For half # second she looks satisfied... THEN SHE SCREAMS! 

A HORRID SLIMY CREATURE, A SEA SPIDER, WRIGGLES OUT AND FLOPS DOWN 
ONTO THE WORKBENCH WHERE IT WRITHES HIDEQUSLY AS WILLIE BACKS AWAY 
FROM IT IN TERROR, | a 3 


Splash! Slop! The SEA SPIDER flops off the workbench into the slime 
at WILLIE'S feet and WILLIE backs away screaming as we... 


CUT TO 


SILENCE/CAPTAIN'S QUARTERS ; 


BECK is still at his keyboard, punching out words in the quiet of his 
quarters... . 


BECK'S VOICE OVER 
Hopefully the rattle won't come back. 
Thank goodness, there are only three 
days...actually less than three 
now...to the pickup. I don't think 
any of us could stand ancther -~ 


THE P.A. SYSTEM INTERRUPTS, BLARING WILLIE'’S VOICE. 
B.A. SYSTEM/WILLIE 
YOU STUPID DUMB MOTHERFUCKER! YOO BIG 
DUMB SHIT-FOR-BRAINS ASSHOLE! 
BECK winces, then stares glumly at the screaming P.A. speaker as we... 
° cur To 
TBE DORMITORY 


As the P.A. SYSTEM blares through the dormitory, SIXPACK is collapsed 
against a wall, tears streaming down his face, as he shakes with 


laughter... 


PA. SYSTEM/WILLIE 
(continuing) 
‘i FUCK YOU, SIXPACK, FUCK YOU, YOU 
". STUPID CHILOISE BRAINLESS MORCN. YOU 
“0 THINK YOU'RE FUNNY? YOU'RE NOT FUNNY, 
FOUCKHEAD! 
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BOWMAN and NAKAMURA exchange a glance as they watch SIXPACK convulsi: 
with laughter against the bulkhead and weiee. ang 


cur to 
TRE CORRIDOR 


JONES and COBB are fastening the floor panel in place ag the P.A. 
SYSTEM rants on... 


aaah R.A. SYSTEM/WILLIE 
-YOU'RE A’ REAL PRIZE ASSHOLE, SIXPACK. 
I'LL BET YOUR OWN MOTHER EATES YOUR 
, GUTS, YOU MISERABLE DICKBEAD! 
JONES rolls his eyes at COBB meaning “here we go again,* and COBB just 
shrugs in response as we... 


é cor To 
CHESS PIECES/THE DORM/LATER 


A spall hand lifts a pawn at the same time that we hear BOWMAN'S VOICE 
speaking earnestly... 


BOWMAN'S VOICE (0.S.) 
The thing is, you did a lot of hard 
training to get the skills, now you're 
making the top dollar, you gotta make 
sure you hang on to it. 


WILLIE nods respectfully as she sits across the chessboard waiting for 
BOWMAN to complete her move. The board is balanced between them on the 
edge of BOWMAN'S bunk. BOWMAN, warming to the subject, continues the 
lecture with the pawn still in her fingers... 


BOWMAN 

Dance; dance, dance, party, party, 
party, screw, screw, screw! Get high, 
have fun! That's natural when you're 
youngi 

{indicating the dorm) 
But you have to understand this isn't 
forever. You could blow your suit 
tomorrow, you could eat water, you 
could get a leg crushed under a bin. 
And the company settlement isn’t gonna 
make you rich, it'll barely cover the 
’ medical. Know what I de? 


¢. 
WILLIE shakes her head no and BOWMAN waves the pawn triumphantly... 


BOWMAN 
Cee Dees! I put it in cee dees. 
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WILLIE 
(surprised) 
Music, you mean? Compact disks? 


“BOWMAN 

Cectificates of deposit! I got a guy 

apatairs, an accountant, he gets the 

> top return on my dollar from the. 

: git=-go, the minute he gets my check 
be puts it to work, invests it. When 
you got security, then you can party 
and it's geall 


SIXPACK'S VOICE (0.5S.) 
"Party"? Someone wanna party? 


. 


WILLIE looks up to see SIXPACK leering as he looms past wearing only a 
robe. With a cheerful smirk he flashes the robe open as WILLIE glares 
with helpless fury. 


Then he waves a copy of Penthouse open to the Pet of the Month with her. 
legs spread. 


. STXPACK 
I got a heavy date, girls. See ya 
later. 


BOWMAN 
It's your move, Willie. 


WILLIE is watching SIXPACK climb into his bunk and close the privacy 
door, hatred in her eyes. 


CLANK, BANG, CLUNK! Cans tumble noisily from the coke machine. 


JONES retrieves two cans of coke and calls across the dorm to NAKAMURA 
who's sitting beside COBB watching a movie on the VOR... 


‘ JONES 
Hey, ny man! Nakamura! We got a day 
off tomorrow! Let's get shit-faced! 


NAKAMURA 
Aw-RIIILIGET! Right ON, bro! 
And NAKAMURA catches the can of coca-cola JONES tosses hin. 


JONES 
How about you, brother cobb? “Litele 


» Wild Turkey? 
ra 


NAKAMURA has -pulled open the flip top and taken a deep draught. 


NAKAMURA 
Not Turkey! Chivas Regal! 


COBB shakes his head and keeps his eyes on the movie. 
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cOBB 
You guys are crazy, Whaddaya wanna 
play that stupid game for? 


JONES has already turned to BOWMAN and WILLIE. 


~ -- JONES 
= Bow about it, ladies? Can I offer you 
some fine Kentucky bourbon...? 


-_. NAKAMURA : 
: It's scotch! Good scotch! Chivas 
ay Regal! 


BOWMAN looks up ‘at JONES who's holding a coca-cola can out to her... 


. BOWMAN 
No thanks, Jonesy, I'm on the wagon. 


WILLIE 
Me too. 


JONES takes another deep swig. He's beginning to talk drunkenly 
already, slurring his words. 


, “ . JONES 
Can't fool me. You women are afraid 
that strong spirits could go to your 
head an' make you lose your 
inbibitions... 


BOWMAN 
(moving her Bishop) 
That's exactly right, Jonesy, you hit 
the nail cight on the head... 


JONES 
Afraid you'll go mad with desire an' 
attack @ handsome dude like ue... 


BOWMAN 
We wouldn't have a chance against a 
big strong guy like you. 


JONES grins with drunken cheerfulness. 
i JONES fe 
Yer right. I'd fight ya off easy. 
{a smug drunken grin, then, 
” eyes twinkling) 


“as Wanna try? dust to see how easy I 
could defend myself. 


BOWMAN and WILLIE can't help but grin. 
NAKAMURA finishes his can of cake and weaves toward JONES. 
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: 7 RAKAMORA 
Good scotch. I wanna nother. 


As JONES and NAKAMURA stumble drunkenly back toward the coke machine, 
WILLIE looks up from the chess board and looks over toward the closed 
door on SIXPACK'S bunk as we... % 

: , 3 cur To 
INSIDE THE BUNK 


The Pet of the Month smirks coyly from the centerfold of Penthouse, her 
body twisted into an awkward position representing mad desire. 


Lying on his back in the privacy of his bunk, SIXPACK considers her 
inviting look. She's turning him on. 


, He turns the page and the Centerfold Woman leers at him from a new 
position. A 


I SIXPACK atics in the bed as he considers the sexy picture. 


Bis eyes go to her lascivious lips, then to the firm upturned 
breasts...then his eyes drift along the thighs toward the crotch 
. andes. 5 


’ - SIXPACK frowns suddenly. He stirs again, glances awkwardly to his 
iC left, reaches to adjust his pillow and...SCREAMS! 


/ The SEA SPIDER is right there, under the pillow, dead, as we... 
cor To 
THE DORMITORY 


WILLIE watches coolly, not at all surprised, as SIXPACK explodes out of 
his bunk, screaming. 


But BOWMAN, JONES, NAKAMURA, and COBB all lock amazed. 


SIXPACK stumbles, slams his bare foot into the bunk by accident, 
bellows in pain, then turns in wild rage toward WILLIE. 


SIXPACK 
You stupid bitch! Look what you did! 
- I'm bleeding, for Christ sake! Blood! 
I coulda been seriously hurt. 


; BOWMAN 

7 (very cool) : 

~ You sure can dish it out, Sixpack... 
BOWMAN grins approval at WILLIE as JONES staggers toward SIXPACK, 
waving a coca~cola can... : 
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JONES 
(drunkenly). 
Bey, Six, have a drink, get some 
i : alcohol in with the blood. 


; SIXPACK . 
Puck you, moron! 


SIXPACK is reaching into his bunk. He pulls out the ugly, limp 
creature and advances toward WILLIE. 


a SIXPACK 
: .You think you're funny, bitch? 
Wait‘'ll you taste this! 
SIXPACK is looming over WILLIE, pushing the dead creature in her face 
when BECK'S VOICE makes him freeze. 


BECK'S YOICE (0.S.) 
That's enough! 


Everybody turns to see BECK standing in the doorway. 


SIXPACK 
Look at my foot! I'm bleeding, all 
because this bitch put this fucking 
sea monster in my bunk! 


iC : (cold ee ices 


How do you know it was her? 


SIXPACK 
(at a loss) 
Huh? Uh...never mind, I know. 


JONES 
(drunkenly) © 
Hey, Becky, wanna snorta Turkey? 


NAKAMORA 
Scotch! 


BECK 
Knock it off, Jones. 
(to Sixpack) 
iad All right, Sixpack, you and Williams 
are gonna pull water duty tomorrow 
while everybody else... 


5 STXPACK 
t BullSHIT! Not me! She... 


wt 


- * BECK : 
¢ : : At ease, Sixpack! You got a half day. 
r Any more shit and it’s a full day. 
Get it? 


rmrennernierenetenimereyet ets 
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Very ‘close to mutiny, SIXPACK hesitates as BECK looks him unflinch 
in the eye. Glaring furiously in defeat, SIXPACK doesn't see tae 
BECK'S hand is trembling as ve... 


. . cor to 
AN UGLY WOUND/INFIRMARY ~~ + 5 


poc's hands are skillfully stitching the ugly gash in SIXPACK' 
SIXPACK watches. thene.< 3 ay 8 ACR'S Fook as 


: . ‘ SIXPACK 
* : What would you do if I was seriously 
hurt...life and death? Could you, 
_ + iLike, operate on ne, right here? 


poc 
(stitching) 
On. a cut foot? 


SIXPACK 
No, I mean if I was dying or 
something?... 


~ oe 
It would depend. I'd try to get you 
te a hospital probably. I'd put you 
in an escape bubble and call for an 
air~sea pickup. 


STXPACK 
(dubious) 
Bam. What about that lady? 


pec 
(stitching) 
What lady? . 


SIXPACK 
The one in the Atlantic Basin, the one 
_you operated on at 15,000 feet. 


boc 
(stitching) 
Eight thousand feet. That was 
-- different. There was no choice. 


SIXPACK 
Yeah? You brought her back to life. 


boc 
She wasn't dead. 
the turns te get a bandage) 
These stories get “altered” in the 
telling. — 


SIXPACK considers that as he watches DOC bandage the wound. ‘Then... 
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SIXPACK 
This foot, I can't work with it, can 
a I?. You're gonna tell the kid I can't 


work with it, aren't ya? 


: boc cs 
- {completing the bandage) 
be It'a just a cut. ‘ 


SIXPACK 
(suddenly furious) 
: They're experimenting on us, letting 
is ‘chat brat run a shack. He's not old 
enough to be class president of a 

. kindergarten! Our lives are on the 
‘ line so that little shit can practice 
being a shack boss! This is bullshit. 


boc 
He's doing‘all cight, Sixpack. Three 
| : more days. I think we've got a 
fighting chance of surviving. 


Again, SIXPACK can only glare as we... 


"ee, _BLACKBOARD/MESS 


A Screech! Chalk on the blackboard as WILLIE writes "2" in place of 
yesterday's "3" over the neatly lettered words "Days Till Pickup.” 


BOWMAN is just sitting down at the table with her tray across from COBB 
rs already eating cereal as JONES enters, shaking his head in : 
misery. 


JONES 
Qooceoh. Damn! Not go loud. Turn 
the music down. 


COBB 
What music? There ain't no music. 


NAKAMURA 
(entering) 

Sooceccoh. 

- COBB “7: 
You know it's pretty fucking 
to pretend to be drunk...but it’s vary 
yery fucking insane to pretend to have 
f a hangover. I mean, it's goddamn 

sick! 


we 


(3 . - NAKAMURA . 
: Gotta take the good with the bad, 
Cobb. ~ . 
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: JONES 
We ain't pretending, Cobb. It's a 
fantasy. 


Cc 
NAKAMURA 
I mean, “the bad with the good." 
z "Jones j : 
With fantasy, you gotta go all the 
Ways. 
: ) _ NAKAMURA 
ete You gotta make it real. Otherwise 
it's just pretend. 
. . COBB 
I bope to Christ you guys are pulling 
my leg...because if you're serious... 
COBB breaks off as SIXPACK limps into the Mess, scowling. SIXPACK 
| glares at WILLIE, then at COBB as we... 


MOTOR SUIT/SWAMP ROOM/MINUTES LATER ; 
SIXPACK and WILLIE are in motor suits on the rack, ready to exit. 
BECK is holding out the hideous looking corpse of the SEA SPIDER. 


BECK 
Get rid of this while you're out 
there. 


SIXPACK accepts the creature in mechanical hands without comment. 


BECK 
Who wants the camera? 


BECK is holding a video device attached to an umbilical. 
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$ STXPACK 
tC: < - (through mike) 
: Give it to her. 


BECK. gives SIXPACK a hard look, then looks a question at WILLIE who 
reaponds... = ok 


“ 


WILLIE 
I'll take it. 


BECK attaches the camera to Her helmet... 
: WILLIE 
_ * What're we looking for? 


-BECKE 
An outcrop. I want it on tape so 
the geologists can see it. It's 
, left of the Bain shovel unit... 
- “ STIXPACE 
: Por Chrissake, all those fucking 
rocks look the same to me. Which 
outcrop? 5 
F . BECK 
oo I'll be watching the moniter and I'll 
il direct you. As soon ag we get a 
shot of it, you can come back in. 


. SIXPACK 
shit. 


cor To 
INSIDE THE LOCK 
Water rushes into the lock, enguifing WILLIE in her motor suit as we... 
; cur TO 
SUPERBOWL/49ERS VS MIAKI 


The CROWD roars as JOEZ MONTANA drops back to pass, MIAMI DOLPHIN 
TACKLES looming-all around him. MONTANA scrambles right, gets hit. 


FANS react. in the stands. 
The NINERS huddle, MONTANA kneels, speaking urgently, inaudibly. 
he NINERS line up. 


OR RN RRS REI 
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The DOLFEINS face: then. 

MONTANA backs signals. 

The ball is snapped, MONTANA dropa back to pass... 

DOLPHINS loom around him again. 


BOWMAN'S VOICE (0.S.) 
Be's gonna bit Dwight Clark, 22 yards! 


As CLARK catches the ball, we realize it's a TV screen we're watching 
in the dormitory. — 


COBB whirls and snaps at BOWMAN. 


COBB 
Goddamnit! 


é 


BOWMAN 
Eighty-five Superbowl, right? 
, Niners beat the Dolphins... 


cons 
GODDAMNITi .I DON'T WANNA KNOW! 


BOWMAN 
Sorry. I didn't know you didn't know. 


COBB 
I forgot. On purpose! 


COBB scowls ag DOLPHINS suddenly rush MONTANA on the next play and 
We. 


cor tO 
WEIGETS/REC ROOK ’ 


UNNNNNNNE. JONES grunts with effort as he bench presses 200 
pounds. < 


JONES 
God damn! 
NAKAMURA is pedalling on a stationary bicycle, sweating. 
RAKAMURA “ 
: What a bitch! 
4 
7 JONES 


Got to...sweat out the poisons, that's 
-the best way.. Got to be friends... 
with your...body. 
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cur to 
QUTSIDE/WATER 
THIS ISN'T THE LUSE UNDERWATER WORLD OF THE SCUBA DRIVER, TEIS Is 


HE DESOLATE MCONSCAPE OF THE. VERY DEEP OCEAN BOTTOM, LOST IN 
DARKNESS { 


Lights: from SIXPACK'S and WILLIE'S helmets stab the darkness, revealing 
the eerie underwater terrain... bleak and spooky with occasional strange 
looking plants. 


Their motor auits nove through the biackness like huge robots, their 
servos whining, their radio voices metallic and blurred with static. 


+ WILLIE/RADIO 
You feel that current?- 


. STXPACK/RADIO 
What about it? 


” BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Say again. 


C> *‘ SIXPACK/RADIO 
( : We were talking about the current, 
Becky, darling. 


COT TO 
CONTROL/SBACK 


BECK is watching a monitor on which he sees the view from the camera on 
WILLIE'S helmet. He speaks into the radio. 


BECK 
You have a current? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Very strong. I didn't know they ran 
this hot so deep. 


BECK frowns, glances at the printout on the desk. 


BECK 
L There's a storm on the roof. Maybe | 
. we're getting it all the way down here. 
On the monitor, the camera pans past underwater machinery, strange 
- looking stuff... — 


C— WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
I'm left of the firse shovel unit 
° oe -whoot 
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BECK 
That's the right area. What's the 
matter? 


. WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
It's very strong, almost knocked me 
- off my feet. . 


Ar tied? You should 
* you s ‘ou should be 
tied. my : 


’ 


a , oor. to 
OUTSIDE/WATER |‘ 


The motoc suit that says “WILLIZ" moves around a piece of motionless 
heavy machinery in the glare of SIXPACK’S light. 


WILLIZ/RADIO 
Re wants us to tie together. 


SIXPACK/RADIO 
Fock that shit, honey! If you're 
afraid of the water, tie yourself 
Woe 


+ WILLIE/RADIO 
Great, Sixpack, can I quote you? Of 
you want to switch frequencies and 
speak for yourself? 


SIXPACK/RADIC 
Tell the brat anything you want. I's 
not gonna baul you around on a chain. 


cur to 
CONTROL 
BECK is watching the image on the monitor as the radio squawks. 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO. 
Bello, Shack. Uh, Sixpack doesn’t 
think it's necessary to...HEY! 


The image on the monitor pans and tilts violently. 


e 5 
“. . (alarmed) 
- Shack to Williams. What's the matter? 


What's going on? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Shit! Goddamnit! . 
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On the monitor BECK sees the lens plunge wildly, catches a glimpse in 
the glare of a motor suit rolling past, not upright, cut of control. 


: BECK. 
Willie, what is it? 


: “7 OWELDIE'S VOICE/RADIO 


7. Kost him. Goddamnit! I can't 
him. I cantt find hia. 


What happened? 
The current. It got his. 


BECK 
What about you? Are you oksy? 


see 


WILLIZ'S VOICE/RADIO 


WILLIE'’S VOICE/RADIO 
I'm...I grabbed the shovel unit. I'm 
-tying syself on. I can't see bin. 


BECK 
Can you see hin? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Not That's what I said. I can't see 


hia. 


BECK 
Are your lights on? All your lights? 


Put your blinkers on! 


ZI bear his. 


: BECK 
What? 


WILLIZE'S VOICE/RADIO 


WILLIZE'S VOICE/RADIO 


Buh? Shut up! - 


BECK 
What? 


OUTSIDE/ WATER/PARKNESS 


: Blink, blink,blink. WILLIE’S motor suit blinks 


Christmas tree, the hazard lights on her arns, le 
off and on rapidly. She's speaking... 


WILLIE/RADIO 


cur to 


on and off like a 
gs, and torso flashing 


I hear him! Be quiet for a minute, : 


: ’ Shack. Sixpack? 
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. SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Shiiiiiite: 


fs end _ WILLIE/RADIO 
Sixpack, where are you? Can you see 
me? Put your blinkers on. 


ks “". “ StXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Won't do you any good. I'm ina 
jungle. 


2 » WILLIE/RADIO 
i Jungle! : 


F ___BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
. Shack to Williams. Arce you reading 
him? Can you see him? 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Affirmative; reading. Negative, see. 


WILLIE peers around, stabbing the spocky gloom with her spotlight. A 
¢ezeepy SEA WORM writhes past through the light as we... 


cur TO 
CONTROL/ SHACK 


- BECK is. looking at the above image on the monitor as he snaps angrily 
: into the radio... 


BECK 
Tell that moron to get on the right 


frequency. 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Sizpack to Shack. Is that you, Becky? 


BECK 
Where the hell are you, Sixpack? Can 
you see Willie? 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Shit, no! Can't see my own_hand. I'm 
caught in a buncha tubeworrs... 
at cur To 


OUTSIDE/' TUBEWORMS 


SIXPACK'S heYmet light reveals huge tubers looming over him, 
vacillatingin the current. 


2 i BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
(on Tubeworms! : 


epee een agement a 


€ i 
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SIXPACK/RADIO 
Big ones. Bigger than I ever seen. 
These ones are about....nine or ten 
feet high! ‘ 


SIXPACK is struggling to his feet, surrounded by the red topped stalks 
growing so thick nothing is visible around him except the undulating 
creatures that grow from the ocean floor in a dense thicket-like 
cluster. 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
A Are your, lights on? 
- etd SIXPACK/RADIO 
I'm telling you, you couldn't see me 


. * - 4 you were two- feet away and I was 
on fire. 


cur to 
CONTROL/SHACK ; 
BECK sighs disgustediy, shakes his head wearily. 


BECK 
How's your‘ air? 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
I'm good. Three hours. 


BECK puts his head in his hands. 
BECK 
You were supposed to take enough air 
for a full shift. ASSHOLE! 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Yasy, Becky. Easy, fella. 


BECK turns decisively and pushes a red button and we... 
: cor TO ° 


REC ROOM/SBACK 


As a siren blares, JONES freezes in the nidst of a clean and jerk. He 
frowns and looks at NAKAMURA who's stopped in the middle of a sit up. 


JONES 
» I hope it ain't a leak. 
4 


. cur To 
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TV SCREEN/POOTBALL/DORMITORY 


fn MONTANA is backpedalling to pasa again, the sound of the crowd drowned 
ee out by the whoops of the siren alarm. Abruptly the TV image shrivels 
and disappears as... 


COBB jumps to bis feet, tosses the remote control aside, and turns to 
BOWMAN, meeting her concernéd look... a 

COBB 
Emergency! 


a 


“ . : cur TO 
MESS/MOMENTS LATER 


NAKAMORA, COBB, BOWMAN, pec, and JONES are assembling in the Mess, 
facing BECK...and JONES is outraged at the news he's just heard... 


+ JONES 
That asshole! How 'bout we just leave 
the stupid motherfucker out there till 
: the pickup. 


NAKAMURA 
Two days! Be dead! 


i JONES 
4 } Thass the point! 


(sardonic) 
Can't afford to lose the suit. The 
suit costs a hundred and fifty grand! 
The company'd shit. 


JONES 
(brightly) 
After be runs outta air, we go rescue 
the suit. 


BECK 
All right, cut the shit. He's only 
got two and a half hours of air in his 
tank, he went out short... 
ne COBB : 
So he wouldn't have to stay out, the 
dumb shit! 


“Ne 


sseennegnenmmedinnerenmemeaaterminnse 


: BECK 

We've going out on a string...we tie 
_ ourselves thirty feet apart...we'll 
ey . hook up with Willie and... — 


JONES 
» (frowning) : 
z *we"2? Y6U goin’ too, Becky? 


(sharpl; 
sharply: 
try "ulster Beck,” Jones... 


Yeah, righ Yon in’ you're 
ai sight. You sayin jonna 
— walk'a suit with ua? § 


BECK 
I walk fine, Jones. Let's suit up, 
T want everybody running blinkers... 


COBB - 
- Who's gonna mind the atore? The 
contract saya... 


~ BECK 
Doc's on the board... 


i ‘JONES 
q Bold oni 


Everybody looks at JONES who looks at BECK. 


JONES 
This blinker shit, "Mister Beck"... 
_ did you tell Sixpack to flash his 
blinkers? If he's flashin' his 
blinkers, and we're flashin' our 
blinkers... 


BECK 
You're right! Wefll all look like 
Sixpack. Scratch the blinkers. Thank 
you... 
(then...) 
Mister Jones. 


JONES grins as we... 


at 
we 


36. 


37. 


SWAMP "BOOH/ SHACK ; 


ey BECK, BOWMAN, JONES, NAKAMURA, and COBB are in their motor suits. 
JONES is just putting bis head into his helmet. 
JONES : 
Some day “off! A 
; : cor To 


OUTSIDE/LIGETS, BLACKNESS 


y 


Lights. stab the blackness, motor suits lumber through the darkness, 
faces very visible in the glow of the cheat lights in the helmets. 


BECK spots a light ahead. It flashes on and off once, signalling. 


BECK/BADIO 
Sizpack? Who blinked? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
- Me, Willie. I just spoke with him a 
Binute ago. He's trying to get clear 
of the tubeworns. 


.. BECK moves toward WILLIE in the gloom. 


€ . *BECK/RADIO 
ee. Tie on to me, Williams. We're gonna 
look for him. 


1 SIZPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Bello? 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
Bey, Sixpack, you asshole... 


° BECK/RADIO 
Shut up, Jones. Is that you, Sixpack? 


JONES’ VOICE/RADIO 
Sixpack, you moron! 


BECK/RADIO 
I said shut up! 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
(ostentatiously innocent) 
? Twas just warning Nakamura of a 
¢ obstacle. 


> BECK/RADIO 


Where are you, Sixpack? Come in, 
{- moe Sixpack. 


38. 
vA ; SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO , 
: Bow the hell do I know? I'm 


= cutting my way out of this fucking 
oy jungle... 


BECK is moving forward in the eerie environment, servos whining. 


= ~+- BECK/RADIO : 

: All right, fan out moving with the 
tie. We'll see if his radio signals 
get louder...Sixpack, if you see one 
of our lights, you holler. 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
This is all your fault, Becky. You 
_ ‘tent Be out on a hazardous duty 
without proper safety precautions. 


Por a moment all the participants are incredulously silent! It's hard 
to believe that even SIXPACK could take the offense under circumstances 
80 obviously his own fault. Then... 


: JONES" VOICE/RADIO. 
Get him drown, boss, no shit. We'll 
save the suit. 


" STXPACK'S. VOICE/RADIO 
Shut ups Jones. Hey, Cobb, you 
listening? I.got a union grievance... 


BECK/RADIO 
Everybody quiet except Sixpack. 
Sixpack, you go ahead and babble, 
it'll help us to locate you. 


A pause. Then... 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
(sullen) 
What if I don't have nothing to say? 


cor TO 
THE OTHERS 


One by one we see the visored and helmeted faces of JONES, BOWMAN, 
NAKAMURA, COBB,--and WILLIE as they lumber by through the inky blackness 
in their motor suits, isolated except for the faint glow of their 
nearest companion's light on either side. 


? 
o. 
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Suddenly NAKAMURA gasps audibly as he steps on something. 


A huge SKATE-LIEEZ CREATURE erupts from the sediment at NAKAMURA'S feet 
and undulates upward into the water, at least as big as the diver... 


“BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
What was that? Somebody see 
something? . 


NAKAMURA/ RADIO 
{recovering) 
Just a sea monster. 


The base SKATE flaps off into the blackness as BECK speaks again. 


-* BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Bello, Shack. You there, Doc? 


. COWTROL/SHACK : 


boc ia in front of the bank of monitors, watching the one that is fed 
from WILLIE'S helmet. 


On duty! 


va " BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 

(: Are you timing this? Have you got a 
| time on his air supply? 
: 


poc 
Be's still got more than two hours. 
You're fine. As long as -- 


i SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Gaaaaaaaahd DAMN! 


OUTSIDE/WATER 


BECK freezes motionless in the underwater gloom. 


‘ BECK/RADIO 
= Sixpack? Is that you? Who was that? 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Son of a BITCH! 


. BECK/RADIO 
z What's the matter, Sixpack? What's 
"going on? 


~, 


bes 
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. : SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
{atatic, interference, : 
breakup) 

esehuuuuuge! It's fucking huuuuuge! 


BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack? What is it? - 


All of them are silent, motionless in the gloos, waiting breathlessly 
for an answer... 


JONES.+- 


: + SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
A ship! I found a ship. 


They're stunned, BOWMAN, NAKAMURA, COBB, WILLIE! 
cur TO 
CONTROL/ SHACK 


In the shack, DOC frowns at what he's just heard over the radio. Then 
he turns to the keyboard of the communications computer and pecks out a 
couple of words one~finger-style. 


The words “QUERY...SHIPWRECKS, PACIFIC OCEAN* appear on the VDT screen 
as RADIO dialogue continues offscreen... 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Sizpack?. Come in, Sixpack. I'm not 
reading you, Sixpack... 


: SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
(broken up, garbled) 
oo enear the stern...go...in..s 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
(urgent) 
Bon't go in! Sixpack, stay where you 
oe ace! That’s an order! 


bOC is watching hundreds of words appear on the ‘screen, the names cf 
ships... " - 

6 “ 
DOC pecks at the keyboard again, typing out a position, latitude and 
longitude, while BECK’S VOICE comes over the radio... 


Co 


on stint ne ena es 
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BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Sixpack? Sixpack? 
_ (pause, then...) 
Come in, Sixpack. 


DOC is looking at the answer on the VDT.: He looks puzzled as we... 
. ~ 3 cot to 
OUTSIDE/WATER , ; 


BOWMAN is moving through the murky water as BECK'S VOICE crackles in 
ber. headset, urging SIXPACK to respond. Suddenly she sees something 
AAG ewe 
‘ BOWMAN/RADIO 
Bey! 


Weird looking stalks undulate abead of her, two feet high. 


BOWMAN/RADIO 
Tubeworms! I see some tubeworns. 
Small ones...Now I see some bigger 
ones. Shit. I found them. I found 
Sixpack's jungle... 


BOWMAN is locking ahead. 


Ber light reveals the huge red-topped staiks ahead in the glare of her 
light as we... 


cot To 
CONTROL/MINUTES LATER 


pec stares at the VDT screen, frustrated, then turns to the video 
Ronitors. 


The blurry image of wavifg tubeworms appears on the screen, showing 
WILLIE's POV as she pushes through the thick "jungle.* 


pec, frowning, keys the mike and speaks into it. 


Doc 
Beck? This is Doctor. Are you 
hearing me? 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Come in, Shack. 


o boc 
. I queried Maritime and, according to 
them, no vessel has been reported sunk 
- within a hundred miles of here in the 
last 200 years. : 


cor TO 


42. 


OUTSIDE/TUBEWORM JUNGLE 
BECK is shoving his way through the thick growth as he replies to 


=e BECK/RADIO 
Right, T hear you, Shack. I don't 


Tkeews 


mes 


BECK breaks off abruptly as he pushes stalks aside and sees something 
startling... , 


2 


Directly ahead of him, in the glare of his lights, the hull of a ship 
looms upward into the gloon! 


Por a@ moment BECK just stares at the ship...then he turns as another 
light emerges from the forest of tubewormg just to his right. 


+ BECK/RADIO 
That you, Williams? Show the Doc what 
you see. 


WILLIE looks up at the contemporary~looking ship, her light combing the . 
bow, her camera pointing upwards, ag we... 


cor to 
CONTROL 
DOC stares at the image on the monitor in disbelief. 


pec 
I'll be a sonofabitch! 


: | WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Can't read the name. It's foreign. 


4 BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
Tape this, Dec...and keep it running. 
It's the red button halfway down the 
console, 


DOC looks around, finds a button, pushes it. Then when the ced light 
glows, he turns his attention to the monitor. He leans very close, 
peering at the image on the screen that barely reveals the name of the 
ship on the bow. WILLIE'S VOICE speaks over the. radio... 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Can't read the name...it's foreign. 


# 


f < “ % 
boc is peering at the blurry video image. His lips move. 


- “pec 
Marshal Go-lov-iev. 


€ 


: BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
" Back to Shack, what was that, Doc? 
Say again. 


Marshal Goloviey. It's Russian. 
DOC is ‘frowniig with puzzlement‘as we... ‘ 
cor To 
BESIDE THE SUNKEN SHIP/MINUTES LATER 


Garbied, unintelligible words squawk over the radio as BECK stares 
ruefully at the ship. 


3 BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack? Is that you? I don't copy. 


All five of the other MOTOR SUIT DIVERS are gathered around BECK under 
the bow of the ship. Another burst of garble comes over the radio. 


: JONES/RADIO 
Be's in there and the bulkhead's 
fucking up the transission. 


BECK/RADIO 
We'll have to go in. We'll break up 
into three teams, otherwise we'll get 
our lines tangled in there. Jones, 
you and Nakamura stay hitched and take 
the forward section. Williams and 
I'll check aft. Cobb, you and Bowman 
stay right here... 


coT To 


‘MIDSHIPS/MOMENTS LATER 


Canted over and deeply mired in sediment, the ship has been distorted 
by the pressure, misshapen like a crumpled piece of paper. 


Walking alongside, BECK considers the vessel. 
He spots a rend in the bull. 
BECK leads WILLIE into the ship as we... 
cut To 


- SLIGHTLY ASTERN 


NAKAMURA is aking a step with his hand for JONES. JONES steps high 
enough to grab the railing of one of the lower decks which is canted 
only ten feet above the ocean floor. 


pemeterseante oatect tenement 
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JONES hauls himself into the walkway, then turns and helps NAKAMURA 


‘clamber aboard as we... 


; CUT TO 
THE WALKWAY/MOMENTS LATER _ ; 
JONES and NAKAMORA move along the narrow. companionway past cabin doors. 
JONES looks inside a partially open door. 


His probing light illuminates a gruesome, leering skull. Below it, 
the skeleton is alive with writhing deep sea EELS or SEA WORMS... 


JONES recovers from his momentary horror. 


"_JONES/RADIO 
Daaaaaamn!. Sixpack looks like he lost 
weight! 


cut To 
INSIDE THE BOLD 


BECK and WILLIE move among rotting crates and giant containers in the 
spooky hold of the ship. 


Si. k? petrect Si kK? 
xpac an you read ne xpac 
Sixpack! Reapond. me 

A burst of garble comes over the radio, then words... 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
eseyou, Becky? 


BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack, where are you? 


No answer. BECK moves through the blackness, his light picking out the 
obstacles looming ahead in the form of heavy machinery, giant crates, 
a tractor, miscellaneous bulky cargo. 


BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack? 


Then WILLIE touches him, points. She's seen something. 


BECK looks, sees her light illuminating a huge container...WITE BUBBLES 
ISSUING OUT oF, ,ONE CORNER. 


” BECK frowns, mays SIXPACK'S name again. 


45. 
Again no answer. 
BECK and WILLIE move toward the bubbling container. 
A steady stream of bubbles giggles upward into the blackness. 


: BECK/RADIO 
<= Sixpack?™~ Hello? 


Nothing. 


BECK reaches the container. He moves toward the torn seam where the 
bubbles are coming from. : 


Peering through the crack, he sees only yellow metal. 
BANG! He brings the arm of the motor suit hard against the container. 


BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack? 


Nothing. 


BECK/RADIO 
Give ze some motor, Williams. 


They both grip the edge of the sean, both pull. 
Theic motors scream furiously. 

The metal bends back a little. 

WHOCOQOOSE! Something lunges at them. 


BECK falls back into WILLIE, knocking her against the next container as 
a@ yellow blur torpedoes upward, shooting past them. 


BECK recovers his balance with WILLIE'S help. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
What was it? 


BECK has aimed his helmet light at the top of the hold. 
A yellow cylinder is resting against the top. 


“> BECK/RADIO 
Some kind of cylinder. 


BECK reaches $hrough the rip in the container. He catches something, 
pulls. ? 


More clanking. Another tank bursts upward. 
BECK .has the bubbling tank in his hand. 
Bubbles are gurgling from the neck. 


46. 


BECK/RADIO 
Some of them have started to leak at 
la : the neck. When they get empty, they 
fo 3 float. 


WILLIE is watching the bubbles go upward as WEsee 


~ : j cur to 


THE BRIDGE 


A light stabs the darkness, pans across the crumpled equipment. in the 
misshapen wheelhouse where strange sea creatures are nesting in the 
computers. ‘ 


JONES and WARAMURA are the source of the light as they move aft past 
the equipment. 


JONES/RADIO 
Sixpack, you asshole, where are you? 
Boy, are you stupid, Sixpack! You're 
running out of air, you shithead. 


SIXPACK'S VOICE/RADIO 
eocD@r@. SOG.....90t.-» 


JONES freezes, waits. 


Silence. 
Sixpack? SONES/RADIO 
NAKAMURA moves forward, taking the lead. 
NAKAMURA/RADIO 


Come on! This way I think. This way. 
They move out of the navigational center into a corridor as we... 
cut TO 
INSIDE THE CORRIDOR/SECONDS LATER 


NAKAMURA and JONES move clumsily down the narrow corridor, their motor 
suits almost too big for them to pass. 


NAKAMURA/RADIO -- 
Sixpack? Hey, Sixpack... 


NAKAMURA, pusies a cabin door wider, steps in to investigate as we... 
: coT 70 


47. 


AN OBFICE ONDERWATER 


NAKAMURA'S light sweeps across mangled office furniture, a desk, a 
steel cabinet...then tentacles! 


A large OCTOPUS looks right at them, embracing a skeleton. 


. * WAKAMURA/RADIO 
Jesus! Scared me. Sonofabitch! 


NAKAMURA breathes a slight of relief! He doesn't see JONES right 
behind him suddenly grabbed. from bebind. 


JONES/RADIO 
+ Heyl Help! Something's got ne. 


JONES is being pulled over backward, his light stabbing stupidly at the 
ce. CH 


NAKAMURA whirls, tries to see ‘what's doing it. His light bobs wildly, 
illuminates sinister arma, a spooky shape, then... 


STXPACK/RADIO 
BH ha ha ha. Who you calling 
"asshole," blood? Your old buddy 
Sixpack? Ha ha ha ha. 


SIXPACK lets go of JONES who struggles angrily to regain his balance. 


JONES/RADIO 
The fuck's the matter with you, you 
crazy dumb motherfucker? Don't you 
got no goddamn brain at. 4117 


SIXPACK/RADIO 
- Be ba ha ha. You wanna see my brain? 
Look! Look what I found. 


SIXPACK pans his helmet €ill his light reveals a five foot high safe 
not far from the OCTOPUS. 


JONES and NAKAMURA follow the look as SIXPACK leers happily in the glow 
of the cheater light inside his helmet. 


SIXPACK/RADIO 
_ I see. you got a torch on you, Jonesy. 


cur to 
SOFT DRINK MACHINE UNDERWATER/BETWEEN DECKS . 
The soft drink machine featuring Russian soft drinks squats at the 


junction of two corridors between decks. A light hits the machine and 
takes across it. 


48. 


The light is coming from BECK'S helmet. BECK and WILLIE are lumbering 
awkwardly up the sloping corridor toward the soft drink machine, their 
potor suits whining. . 


BECK spots something ahead, a blue glow coming from a doorway 30 feet 
along the corridor, He indicates it to WILLIE and they're moving in 
that direction ag wees. 


cor to 
INSIDE THE OFFICE 


JONES turns off the blue glowing torch as SIXPACK and NAKAMURA shine 
their headlamps into the gaping hole in the front of the safe. 


ot '  SIXPACK/RADIO 
- Deposit boxes! 


The interior of the safe is lined with numbered drawers of various 
sizes. SIXPACK yanks one out roughly. 


JONES/RADIO 
Don't cpen ‘em here, man... 


JONES is grabbing drawers... - 


JONES/RADIO 
We got to take as many as we Can... 


RARAMURA/ RADIO 
Righti Take ‘em back to the ship. 


JONES is already stringing drawers by their handles onto the line that 
connected him to NAKAMURA. The drawers are clumsy but. manageable. 


SIXPACK starts to do the same thing when a light glares on him and he 
looks up into the glare. It's coming from the doorway. 


° SIXPACK/RADIO 
Who's that? Cobb? Willie? Who...? 


JONES has already recognized BECK and WILLIE in the doorway. 


JONES/RADIC 
Say, Chief, looka what. Sixpack found! 
_ A safel 
BECK is looking over the three divers clumsily‘laden with deposit 
boxes. His voice ia hard and cold. 
+ 
” oe BECK/RADIO ; 
I gave you a direct order, Sixpack. 
I ordered you to wait for us outside 
the ship...not to enter. 


cot tO 


a3. 


TUBEWORM JUNGLE/LATER 


The undulating worms bend as COBB, BOWMAN, BECK, and WILLIE force a 
path while NAKAMURA, JONES, and SIXPACX, laden with deposit boxes, 
bring up the crear. 


SIXPACK knows he’s gone too far this time, and he's trying to square 
himself with SECK, almost whining... ‘ 


SIXPACK/RADIO 
IT swear to God what I heard over the 
radio was "Check it out.” Isn't that 
what he said, Willie? “Check it out"? 
+ _ That's what. I heard anyway... : 


» BECK/RADIO 
Save it for the hearing, Sixpack. 


SIXPACK/RADIO 

Hearing! What hearing? You're gonna 

’ put me on report? That's chickenshit! 
That's really chickenshit! You hear 

. that, Cobb? He's going to put me on 
report. He sends me out without 
enough air, I'm not tied to ay 
partner, my life is endangered, now 
he wants to. put me on report. That 
really sucks, that's just covering his 
ass, that's all. I could file a 
grievance, tight, Cobb? I could file 
a grievance against the Company...2 
coulda died. 


COBB growls as he pushes his way through the tubeworms and we... 
: cor TO 
THE SWAMP/LATER 


RRRRRRRRIP! The lid of a safety deposit box is pried open with a 
chisel. The chisel is in WILLIE'S hand. 


The others peer over her shoulder as she dumps the contents of the 
box on the workbench. 


SIXPACK 
-- What the hell? 


Strewn on the bench are several wallets and several watches, each one 
tagged with a pane. : 
4. 


~ BECK 
Personal effects. 


SIXPACK grabs a watch, looks at it. 


so. 


: SIXPACK 
Tinex! 
Cy : : BOWMAN - 
Whadje expect from sailors, dummy? 
Cartier? . 
t ; “ < COBB : d 
Te wasn't no Queen Elizabeth, Sixpack. 
_ ~ BECK 
: (t0 Bowman) - 
ra I want a complete inventory. This is 
all company property. 
BOWMAN starts making notes on a piece of paper. WILLIE is already 
working on the next box while SIXPACK is rummaging through the wallets 
and watches. 
+ SIXPACE 
Company could have it, it's a lotta 
worthless shit so far. 
BANG! BANG! RARRRIP! WILLIE gets the next box open with a hammer and 
chisel... ; ; 
~~ Inside is a leather notebook. 
(€ ay : * JONES 
i Sheeeeit! 


May I see it? 
WILLIE hands the book to BOC. 
DOC opens it and looks at Cyrillic letters. Russian. 


, 


SIXPACK 


(impatiently) 
Open another. 


WILLIE is already doing that, prying open a third box. 


boc 
It's the ship's log. Listen to this, 
it's the last entry... 
(translating) 
"November seventeenth...seas very 
u high. We are...listing to...port. 
". Winds at fifty...knots." A storm. 


JONES 
How come you read Russian? 


egestas re mrss yt So A 


a 


BoC . 
You mean, you don't? I read Russian, 
German, French, a little Greek, some 
Latin, Spanish, and, of course, 
: “ Ttalian. I thought everybody did. 
RRRRRRRITITIZG! Another box. is opened. © 
JONES stares at, the contents disguatedly.. 


JONES 
Busted glass! Ina safel 


SIXPACK 
. What the hell! 


SIXPACK is fishing out pieces of a broken bottle. 


JONES 
Show Doc the label. 


SIXPACK hands 2 large shard of glass to DOC who reads it. 


ry 


boc 
Stolichnaya. It's vodka. Good vodka. 
: SIXPACKE 
What assholes! They lock booze in a 
sate. 
BANG! BANG] WILLIE ig hammering at the next box. 


BECK 
It was probably confiscated... 


COBB 
Sure, they got the same rules as 
Us. eno booze on board. 
RRRRRRRRRIIIIIIIP! The next box is opened. 
It's empty! 
Silence! Then... 
SIXPACK 
Shit! -What assholes! I'm glad I 
ain't Russian. _ 
* BOWMAN 
id They're glad tec, Sixpack. 
WILLIE starts to pry the last box. 


pec 
Damn! 


Sl. 
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BECK and the others turn and look at DOC, 
Blood is flowing brightly from Doc's hand. 


Boc 
My own fault. I was careless with the 
be broken glass. Fortunately we have a 
: bor posh medical practitioner on 
and. . ; 


DOC is wrapping his hand in a handkerchief. 
¢ N 
RERRRRRRRIJIIIIP! The last box is cpened. 


. J 
Bey, a full one. 


SIXPACK 
Don't bust it. 


WILLIE is holding a full bottle of clear liquid with a Stolichnaya 
label on it. : 


COBB 
That's real booze, that aintt the Wild 
Turkey of your mind or whatever. 


(finaly) 
Better give it to ne. 


JONES 
Sheee-it! We deserve a drink. We 
juss blew a day off lookin‘ for a 


soron. 
SIXPACK 

Watch your pnouth, Jones. 
Bec 


I'm going to lock this stuff.up. It 
belongs to the company. 


JONES 
What kinda company needs a bottle of 
-— booze? 
cur TO 
THE BOW OF THE SUNKEN SHIP/LATER ; 
The light noves up, revealing the nane of the ship exactly as it did 
before. Por one shaky moment the name is illuminated, then the light 
wobbles away. Abruptly, the whele action suddenly blurs backwards and 
WReee 


REVEAL 
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A TV MONITOR 


What we saw was videotape of the sunken ship. The tape finishes 
rewinding and starts again as we... 


REVEAL 


poc an _ a 


Sitting at the console in Control DOC is peering at the screen as he 
runs the image of the bow of the ship back and forth, back and forth, 
eoncentrating on it.. Finally he speaks aloud... 


BOC 
.. ' Nope, no mistake. TI got it right the 
first tine...Marshal Goloviev... 


BECK is atanding behind DOC at the console, frowning thoughtfully. 


“weex 
That's pretty weird for Maritize’s 
computers to be six months behind on 
their data. 


- dec 
Te's a lot weirder than that. They're 
not just showing. no record on a siz 


month old shipwreck...they've got 
gurrept data on a destroyer...Marshal 
Goloviev... 

(glancing at notes) 
Kashin class, 7000. tons, a hundred 
fifty-five meters, currently with 
Russia's Pacific fleet... 


BECK 
(incredulous) 
"Currently"! They show it still 
afloat? 


bec neds. 


BECK 
You can't have the same ship in two 
places at the same time. Let me 
-- wake the query. 


boc 
, (musing) 
v4 Bow about two ships with the same 
name? 


54. 


2 BECK 
: {sitting down at the 
console) 
In the same navy? The same class 
vessel? Don't be ridiculous. 


BECK is-typing at the keyboard as we... 

+ : : cor to 
DOOR/CORRIDOR ° ; 
The door is marked "Infirmary". 
The gloomy corridor outside the Infirmary is empty, silent. 
the door opens slightly, someone peekg out cautiously. 


It's BOWMAN. Seeing the corridor is empty, she slips out of the 
Infirmary with a manila folder. , 


She sneaka along the gloomy corridor past the door to Control. 


Through the partially opened door she can see part of BECK at the 
console and DOC'S shoes and she can hear their voices. 


She hurries past the door and slips quietly down a ladder hatch as 
Wee. 


cor To 
MANILA ENVELOPE/TRE MESS/SECONDS LATER 


BOWMAN is handing the manila envelope to NAKAMURA who's grinning 
delightedly. 
MAKAKURA 
You got ‘ent : 


° BOWMAN 
No sveat. They weren't locked up. 


SIXPACK and JONES are there too. SIXPACK scowls as NAKAMURA opens the 
envelope and considers the papers inside. 


SIXPACK 
-— Yeah, but what's the point? What the 
hell you want with the kid's medical 
records? 


y NAKAMURA 

~ (eyes on the papers) 
Birthdate, phone number, social 
Security... 


SIXPACK 
Bis phone pumker! Are you nuts? 


$5. 


NAKAMURA is exiting, beckoning for BOWMAN to follow hia. 


to: : _ Come on, Bo. You help me. 


. : cur ‘ro 
COMBINATION LOCK/LOCRER ROOM” 
Pingers fiddle with the combination. . 
NAKAMURA'S fingers. + 
First the phone number. I bet five 
. ' dollars it's his phone number. 


BOWMAN is crouched beside NAKAMURA in the tiny locker room. She reads 
digits from Beck's medical records sheet. 


"BOWMAN ; 
Siz-five-threeneight~zero~five-eight. 
MAKAMURA works the digits dn the lock. Then he tugs at the lock. 
Tt won't open. 


BOWMAN 
co You owe me five dollars. 


it NAKAMORA 
> Birthday! Double or nothing! 


BOWMAN 
Pebruary 12, 19 ~— ready for this? 
— sixty-four. 


NAKAMURA works the dial. 


NAKAMURA 
Very young. 


The lock comes open. 


NAKAMURA grins as he opens the locker, revealing the “‘loot* from the 
Russian safe. 


NAKAMURA ve 
Now we're even! Bere, pour it 


NAKAMURA is halding BOWMAN the bottle. 
BOWMAN has a pitcher on hand. 


: : BOWMAN 
( : What about the seal? He'll see the 
: seal's broken. 
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NAKAMURA 
Seal already broken. No problem. 
MAKAMURA is pointing to the neck of the bottle. 


= IT hope be-noticed it was broken.. 
BOWMAN starts to pour vodka into a pitcher as we... 
. curt TO 
VOT/CONTROL 
The screen shows:a silhouette of the destroyer MARSHAL GOLOVIEV and a 
scroll of techriical information about the ship. 
BECK, disgusted, punches a button and the image fades. It's obviously 
not the first time he's received this transmission. 
BECK ; 
The hell with it, it's not our 
probles. 
DOC. cocks hia head and listens, frowning. 
7 BECK frowns and listens too. 
C : The clatter in the aic systen is back. 
BECK 


(glumly) 
It's the air recycling system again. 


Doc 
I wonder ££ I could borrow that log 
book. I'd like to try reading it. 
It might explain some of this... 


mystery. 
BECK 
T locked it up. 


boc 
I guess you'd cather not give me the 
a= combination. 


BECK 
(avoiding the question) 
Hi I'll get it. Come on. 


a 


cor To 


$7. 


A CORRIDOR/SECONDS LATER 
BECK and DOC are walking toward the locker room. 


when we. get topside, I'L] file a full 
report with the company. They can 
forward it to Maritime or Naval 
Tntelligence or whatever's 
appropriate. A ship can't be down 
here and up there at the same tine. 


BECK has reached the door to ‘the locker room. He pushes it open and 
; , CUT TO 

INSIDE THE LOCKER ROOM 

BECK enters with Doc cight behifd him. 

Be looks toward his locker. 

The locker is locked. 

The room is. empty. 

BECK goes to the locker and works the combination easily. 

Be doesn't notice the puddle of spilled liquid near his feet. 

BECK opens the locker door. 

Inside everything is in order. 

He ceaches inside. - 


He picks up the log book, his hand only inches from the vodka bottle. 
iris. fulil 


BECK closes the door. 
Be hands DCC the log book. 


boc 
.» “Thanks. 


Neither of them notices the little puddle on the floor as they exit 
and we... 
“” cuT To 


THE CORRIDOR 
As they pass close to the door of the dormitory, BECK and DOC pause. 


$8. 


a boc 
Sounds like a party. 


‘ BECK 7 
Mammen. Jones and Nakamura playing 
their "drinking game." 


They wove on, still hearing the boisterous sounds, 


“pec 
Sounds like they've got averyone 


playing. 
+ BECK 
Pretty weird, grown men pretending to 
be drunk. 
+ boc 
Chacun a son gout. 
BECK 
Yeah? 
~ BOC 
ect Different strokes for different folks. 
( = ' BECK 
( 4 Oh. 


BECK and DOC are climbing up a hatch ladder as we.. 
; cot TO 
SINGING/DORM 


SIXPACK, JONES, BOWMAN, COBB, and NAKAMURA are singing “Rocky Mountain 
Bigh" off key with drunken exuberance. 


Only WILLIE isn't part of the party. She looks amused and...worried, 


When NAKAMURA staggers toward the container for another drink, she 
buttonholes hin. 


WILLIE 
You guys are kinda loud. Maybe you 
ought to keep it down a little, huh, 


Nok? 
a NAKAMURA 
- Hey, no sweat! They think we pretend. 
( ; WILLIE 


: What about when they find the empty 
{ bottle, Nok? 


pee 2 ere ee 


Co 


~temncermnngeerery eT nar 


$9. 


7 NAKAMURA 

No prrrrrococcooblem, baby. I filled 
it with water, They gonna think 
*Russiana like weak. vodka," ha he ha 
ha. How "bout a drink, huh? 


.. WILLIE ° 
as I don't like that shit, Nok. Now if 
you bad some hash... ‘ 
NAKAMURA 
. (indignant) 
ote Hash! Where'm I gonna get hash? 
We're on the bottom of the goddamn 
, oceant 
cur To 
SUDDEN QUIET/DOC'S QUARTERS 
+ 
Cyrillic script! DOC turns the page of the Russian log book, 
He's lying in bed reading, nodding off as he reads. 
He lowers the book and... 


Snores loudly. 


‘The book lies open on his stomach as he continues to snore and we... 


cuT TO 
BLACKBOARD/MESS 


SCREECH! The chalk shrieks across the blackboard, making a "2° over 
the words "Days Till Pickup." 


JONES looks up furiously from his soggy cereal. 


JONES 
God Ragaaaaaann! 


BOWMAN, looking very hungover, puts the chalk down and takes a seat. 


BOWMAN 
Sorry. 
JONES 
You're fuckin' with my heeeeead! 
; BOWMAN 


f I said I was sorry. 


BOWMAN puts her elbows on the table and her head in her hands. WILLTE, 


next to her, nudges her in the ciba as BECK and DOC enter. 


boc 
* Another. "hangover," huh, Jones? 
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, . JONES 
: (alarmed) 
Cc Buh? Hangover? Oh... 
JONES suddenly realizes it's okay, DOC thinks it's pretend... 
, - “JONES 
: Uh...juss don't be cheerful, okay, 


\ 


Doc? 
BECK and DOC take seats and unload their trays. 


- . boc. 
What was it this time...a vintage 
. wine...cheap rum...moonshine? 


JONES 
Bon't say those worda, Boc. Lighten 
up, man. ; 

pec 


Looks like you gave Bowman a little. 
“To drink, I mean. 


BOWMAN looks up uneasily, glances quickly at BECK. 


BECK is eyeing the three empty seats at the table as DOC, eating, 
begins a monologue.. 


Doc 

. Actually, although you may not be 
aware of it, there's good scientific 
foundation for what you do. Por 
example, if you act afraid, darting 
your eyes around, breathing capidly 
and shallowly, you'll actually 
experience fear. You see, it has to 
do with carbon dioxide in the brain. 
the fear mechanism causes -- 


BECK 
(interrupting) 
Where are the others? 
JONES 
- (hastily) 
Oh, they'll be right along. They're 
- coming. 
" cor To 
ae . . 
AAAAAAGGGGGGBHE/ DORMITORY 


. SIXPACK is gagging, dry-heaving while COBB and NAKAMURA lock on, 
€ shaking their heads disgustediy. 


© 
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COBB 
We all got hangovers, for Chrissake! 
: 
You overreacting, Sixpack! 
= ~- » COBB 
Ea What kinda goddamn drinker has to see 
a doctor about a goddamn hangover? 
2 NAKAMURA 
You being a big baby, Sixpack. 
SIXPACK tries to get up, staggers stupidly. 


SIXPACK 
T'm...ceally...sick. 


WAKAMURA and COBB exchange a worried look. 
COBB 
You say the wrong thing to the doctor, 
you could get us all in serious 
trouble. 
cor TO 


MESS/MOMENTS LATER 


‘The DOCTOR is still discoursing as BECK looks up from his cereal to see 


NAKAMURA and COBB enter the room. 


boc 
---8Q what normally happens is that 
fear. causes rapid, shallow breathing 
which in turn sends carbon dioxide to 
the brain. But the ceverse can work. 
The shallow breathing can cause the 
— dioxide to initiate the feeling 
of fear. 


BECK watches them take their seats. They avoid his eyes. 


boc 
(continuing) 
Soe Now I expect a similar phenomenon is 
happening when you assume an 
of intoxication in order to 
stimulate... 


; BECK 
It's all fine until people start 
getting late to work. Where's 
Sixpack? 


an” 
. 
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COBB 
Uh, he's up in the tnfirmary, waiting 
ro : ta see the Doc. He's, uh, feeling a 
; . little under the weather. 


COBB looks hastily down at his cereal, avoiding BECK'S look. 


BOWMAN and JONES and WILLIE exchange a glance, then look toward 
NAKAMURA a5 we... 


cur To 
AN EYEBALL/ INFIRMARY it 
SIXPACK'S eye ig being examined by DOC who frowns. 


noc 
Let's see your tongue. 


SIXPACK sticks out his tongue‘and DOC examines it. 


boc 
Pretty good imitation of a hangover, 
Sixpack. 


‘ STXPACK 
. Well, I feel a thousand times worse 
: than a hangover. 
xg u voc 
Where? 


SIXPACK 
Ie-e% dunno. I just feel...wrong. 


: pac 
Take off your shirt, please. 
SIXPACK pulls off his shirt. 
DOC frowns in surprise at what he sees. 


There are strange black areas over SIXPACKX'S torso, each of them about 
an inch in diameter. 


noc 
(looking closer) 
How long...how long have you ‘had 
these? 


’ 
a. SIXPACK 
2 ’ Y.eedidn't know I had 'em. 


DOC peers closely at the skin where it's discolored. It's almost a 
( : differens texture. ‘ 
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Looking very concerned, DOC reaches for the scope he used on SIXPACK'S 
eyes. 


SIXPACK 
I didn't have ‘em pase aight 1 when I 
took a shower. 3 


DOC is peering through the acope. : 


Magnified, the black area of the skin looks scaly and strange, It 
almost seens...active. 


> 


boc frowns aa we...’ 
. cur to 
OUTS IDE/ UNDERWATER , 
The mining machinery is working, filling a bin full of ore as BECK 


BECK/RADIO 
- Okay, number 23's full. Who's on the 
hook? . 


" WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Wakamura's the hook. 


" BECK/RADIO 
Goddamn it, Nakamura, get on the hook! 


WAKAMURA'S motor suit moves into view, the light glaring... 


NAKAMURA'S VOICE/RADIO 
Yeah, yeah, sorry. 


BECK/RADIO 
What about the winch? One do have a 
_ Winch operator on the left, don't we? 


JONES* VOICE/RADIO 
S'posed to be that jackoff Sixpack. 


BECK/RADIO 
Sixpack's not in the water. Who's on 
the winch? What the hell's the matter 
with you meaeyece! Ace any of you 
awake? 


WILLIE hurries in her motor suit. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Williams here. I got the winch. 


curt tO 


64, 


SCALY SKIN/INPIRMARY 


( 
<.ane moves toward the borrid scaly patch of skin on SIXPACK'’S 
chest... 


DOC'S VOICE (0.S.)} 
= Tell me tf it's tender when I... 


SIXPACE 
Aaaaaaaah... 


SIXPACK groans violently, writhes in pain as ve see for the first tine 
nee hte ne s distorted bea hieEee at as oes 


os noc 
That ansvers my question. Now this 
is going to hurt a little bit...but 
it‘'s...important. 


DOC is bringing a scalpel toward the chest where the blotches seem to 
— grown rossieee here and there to create larger patches. of scaly 
skin. 


poc'S crusty personality has changed perceptibly to a professionally 


thetic, surprizingly tender benefactor. He moves the scalpel with 
considerable dexterity and assurance. 


+ BOC 
I'm just taking @ little tiny piece 
ef skin to look at under a microscope 
so I can... 


SIXPACK 
Ooococew...cocccch...Jesus! 


VIEW THROUGH A MICROSCOPE 


The hugely enlarged view of the cells is alarmingly hyperactive, like 
undercranked traffic in an old silent movie. 


DOC is peering soberly into the microscope at the infirmary desk. He 
can hear SIXPACK moaning in the little room off the Infirmary. DOC 
looks very concerned as he takes his eye from the eyepiece and we... 


coT TO 
pie Saami sala 
Lights move ae the blackness and the radio is alive with urgency. 


JONES’ VOICE/RADIO 
Cut it! Cut the winch, goddamnit! 


: - BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
7 What's the matter? 


6S. 
BOWMAN'S VOICE/RADIO 
Tt’s going over! 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
What? What's going over? 


JONES' VOICE/RADIO 
I SAID CUT THAT MOTHERFUCKER! 


.. MAKAMURA'S VOICE/RADIO 
I cut it.” 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
What went over? What happened? 


COBB'S VYOICE/RADIO 
Tt wasn't hooked right. You missed 
the bottom hook. 


BECK’S VOICE/RADIO 


. The bin went over? We tipped a bin? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
It was hooked on the top, not on the 
bottom. 


- JONES’ VOICE/RADIO 
T told them to cut the goddamn 
motor... 


BECK'S VOICE/RADIO 
We dumped the whole bin? 


WILLIE'S VOICE/RADIO 
Most of it... 


BECK’S VOICE/RADIO 
What the hell's going on? You guys 
aren't just going slow today, you're 
going backwards. 


cor To 


CONTROL/INSIDE SHACK 

Doc is alone at the console, his eyes on the Video Display Terminal. 

Words appear pn the VDT screen, obviously in response to his query... 
*..-would appear to indicate a virus of unknown origin..." 


DOC shakes his head disgustedly as he speaks aloud in the empty room... 


boc. 
No shit? “A virus of unknown origin.* 
You guys are really clever. 
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Wordg continue to appear on the screen. 


ram *ws.8uggest appropriate step would be a sampling of active cells to 
: determine..." x 


DOC scowls furiously at the screen... 


° pec 
I already did that, fellasi Come on 
and tell me something I don't know! 


: Cor TO 


¢ 


RUSHING WATER/PUMPS/THE LOCK 


Water surges around BECK as be stands in the lock in his motor suit and 
WEsce 


COT TO 
' THE SWAMP ROOM 


The mood is sullen this time as the divers climb out of their dripping: 
: motor suits. 


BECK, already cut of his suit; exits the swamp and immediately JONES 
anaps at NAKAMURA. 


¢ = ‘ és 
l Don’t look at me, dude! Wasn't my 
fault! S*posed to be two hooks. 


NAKAMURA 
{indicating Willie) 
She said they both hooked. 
WILLIE 
{eutzaged) © 
Mel I said they were both on? 
Bullahiz! 


cur TO 
THE MESS/LATER 


BOWMAN, chewing, scowls down the table where COBB, JONES, WILLIE, and 
NAKAMURA are Sullenly eating in silence. 


BOWMAN 
This food is shit! 
ia - (no response) 
G They're poisoning us. 


“WILLIE 
( : . That's crazy, So. 


i€ . 
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SOWMAN 
It tastes like chemicals! 


Preservatives. 


as ~.., JONES 
bs Preservatives and saltpeter. 


Coss 
They don't want us to get too sexy. 
‘ 


BOWMAN 
(getting up) 
. Well, I don't need any saltpeter, I'm 
: not gonna get a hard on. 


BOWMAN goes out of the mess into the Galley. They hear her retching. 


+ WAKAMURA 
They oughta feed us right...we're 
skilled workers. 


COBB : 
Well, ys i%"* lost a bin. We ain't 
so skilled. 


They can still hear the sound of BOWMAN vomiting as we... 
, cur TO 


INP IRMARY. 


BECK is standing in the doorway of the Infirmary, glaring at DOC who's 
seated in front of his microscope. 


BECK 
Do you have any idea what you're 
asking? A medical evacuation by air 
is enormously expensive and you're 
calling for one only two days before 
the pickup ship gets here. 


noc 
It's in the Company's best interest. 
Suppose Sixpack's family gets 
attorneys and they show in court we 
didn't do our best to save hin... 


From the othge room, SIXPACK moans. 
; a BECK 


You're sure it's that serious? Have 
you asked for opinions? 
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boc 
I've been back and forth with f 
7 Narrangansett Naval all day...and 
a they've been consulting the best 
: people in maritime medicine, the best 
people in viruses... < 


: os “ BECK 
and? 


: Doc 
. They didn't believe the symptoms. 1 
described. When I reported the 
2 results of a cell sampling, they 
Clearly thought I waa crazy or 
* incompetent... 


BECK 
If you don't know what it is, how can 
you be so gure it's life threatening? 


DOC sighs wearily and produces 4 wask which he hands to BECK. 
boc : 
Here. Put this on. You examine him, 


BECK 
(hesitating) 
I'm not a doctor. 


boc 
You don't need to be, not for this. 


DOC turns away, leaving BECK to consider. BECK puts on the mask, turrs: 
and opena the door to the room off the Infirmary as we... 


cot To 


SICK ROOM ’ 
BECK enters, masked. 
SIXPACK'S back is to him under the sheets. 


BECK 
Bullo, Sixpack. How... 


BECK freezes midsentence as SIXPACK rolls over. WE DON'T SEE SIXPACK 
THIS TIME, BUT WE SEE THE HORROR IN BECK'S EYES AS HE STRUGGLES To 
RECOVER AND PINISE THE SENTENCE. 


BECK 
oesare you? 


SIXPACK'S VOICE (0.5.) 


en wet Beck, I got a wife! This...thig can't 
happen to me. 
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BECK gulps as. we... 
, cur To 
INP IRMARY 


poc pulls a bottle of alcohol. from a cabinet, pours some in a glass, 
takes a sip. 


BECK enters from the sick room, sees DOC taking a drink. 
Caught in the act, DOC looks ‘right at BECK, their eyes neet. 


BECK, shaken from what he's just seen, doesn't comment. Instead, he 
pulls off the mask and considers it. 


BECK 


The mask is because you think it might 
be.-.catching? 


Doc 
.Z don't know if it is, I don't know 
if it isn't. I don’t know shit. Want 
a drink? - 


Bee 
to. 


Defiantly, DOC pours himself one as SIXPACK cries out in the sick room. 


BECK 
T'll cali for an air sea evacuation. 
BECK exits, leaving DOC alone with the drink. 
DOC considers the glass, hesitates, then opens a drawer, pulls out a 
funnel, and stacts pouring alcohol back into the bottle with shaking 
hands as we... . 
cur TO 

VIDEQ DISPLAY TERMINAL/CONTROL ROOM 
Words appear on the VDT screen... 
*,,.due to weather conditions South zast sector.* 


BECK is reading the words, a frustrated look on ‘his face. He's alone 
in front of the console in Contzol. 


Be pecks on rhe keyboard, causing words to appear on the screen. 
"Nearest vessel? Emergency." . 


BECK waits for an answer. When it comes, he glares at the screen 
angrily. A noise behind him makes him turn. 
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BECK sees DOC entering the Control Room, his face lost in shadows. 


BECK 
I'm-having some trouble...There’s a 
weather problem, they can't send 
planes and the nearest ship -- 


~- DOC 
(interrupting) 
FYorget it. 
BECK frowns, watches the DOC energe from the shadows. 
The BOC looks shaken...stunned. 
BECK doesn’t say anything. 
The DOC sits down...wearily. 
bec 
The emergency's over. We don't need 
the pedivac. 
BECK wets his lips. Bow he’s stunned. 


~ BECK 
That was...pretty...fast...wasn't it? 


- DOC looks at BECK, but he doesn’t seem to see him. He speaks in a 
(ft : daze, as though he can barely believe what he's describing... 


boc 

So fast it was unbelievable! I could 
See it happening to him. It must have 
been happening internally just as 
fast. In the end it moved lik 
a brush fire. 

BECK grinaces. : ’ 

Por a long moment neither of them says anything. 

BECK has something on his mind. 

Pinally he has to voice it. 


oe Bec 
The weather problen... 


DOC looks at him dully. 
. * w” 
BECK hesitates...then... 


BECK 
an, & {econtinuing) 
f 3 . It's so bad the pickup ship hasn't 
‘ : left port yet, We're gonna te stuck 
here. For several days. 
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ROC stares at BECK. Slowly his face reflects the horror of what 
this seans. 


boc 
Por several days! Jesus, nol 


DORM 


COBB is oenching. football on the VCR monitor as WILLIE walks past 
him, vearing a robe and carrying a clean towel, heading for the 
shower room a8 we... 


cor To 
WASEROOM , 


WILLIE enters the room with several sinks and a couple of toilet 
stalls. She approaches one of the sinks and pulls a toothbrush 
from the pocket of her robe. Just then she hears a retching sound 
from one of the stalls. 


WILLIE 
Bo? Is that you? You still sick? 


BOWMAN comes out of the stall, looking pale. 


‘BOWMAN 
You know that old saying, “Whatever 
goes up must come down’? After one 
of these fucking meals, it's the other 
way around... 


WILLIE 
Whatever goes down must come up! Ba 
ha, you're a comedian. 


is BOWMAN 
A atinking comedian. I gotta take a 
shower. 


BCWMAN disappears into the shower roon. 


WILLIE starts to brush her teeth, calling out to BOWMAN with a 
mouth full of toothpaste... 


WILLIE 
Maybe you oughtta see the Doe, huh? 


2 You might have something. 


No answer. - 
WILLIE is brushing her teeth. She frowns at the silence. 
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a WILLIE 
; Bo? 
é : BOWMAN’S VOICE (0.5.} 


‘Oh.. -Mys».God! 
- _ cur TO 


BECK'S QUARTERS | 


BECK is lying in his bunk in the quiet of his quarters, pecking at the 
keyboard of his personal computer... 


BECKE'S VOICEOVER 
, Doc saya there is no way we can 
refrigerate the body and we can’t keep 
it, not with the delayed pickup... 


A buzzer sounds and BECK picks up the handsget on the wall of his bunk 
and speaks into it... é 


BECK 


Yeah. 
(he listens, then...) 
"Another"? Another what? 
(then...) 
Oh shit! 


(€: BECK is scrambling out of hia bunk as we... 


BOWMAN/ INFIRMARY 


BOWMAN ig out cold on the examining table, covered by a sheet. An I.¥. 
bottle is feeding into her acm. 


BECK'S VOICE (0.S.) 
What'd you do, knock her out? 


DOC noda at BECK who's standing near the door. 


boc 
She was hysterical. She wanted to 
krow if she was going to be 
permanently disfigured. 


BECE 
Can't you do anything for her? 
Lh Besides sedation? 
pec 
(a glum shrug) 
f can do the same thing I did for 
C . Sixpack, I can try things... 
experiment. 
(MORE) 
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Dec (Cont'd) 


“3 thought maybe I'd cool ter body 


temperature, see if that had any 
effect, then maybe -— 


? BECK ‘ 
(interrupting sharply) 
iy means it's contagious, doesn't 


: boc 
It's possible...but not definite. 
They could have got it from the same 
source. Since we can't isolate the 
source, we don't know who's been 
exposed, we don't know whether it's 
passed from person to person or 
whether... 


+BECK 
They don't know about Sixpack yet? 


- boc 
That he's dead? Not unless you told 


somebody. But they know he went to 
the Infirmary and he hasn't come back. 
I mean, we can't keep secrets in a 

ret bi place like this very long, can 
we 7 


cur TO 


SMACK! A SHOE!/THE DORM 


The shoe stacks into the bulkhead, hurled with some force. 


JONES, who threw it, glares at the others who are gathered 
around... WILLIE, COBB, and NAKAMURA. JONES is bristling with 


indignation.. 


A 


JONES 
Motherfucker! 

(then...) 
Sonofabitch! 

(then...) 
Bullshit! 

(and finally...) F 
Eighteen hours late! The fucking boat 
is gonna be eighteen motherfucking 
hours motherfucking late! 


WILLIE 
Be said “at least” eighteen hours 
late. I mean, at least eighteen 
monherftusking hours late. 


eeprom tensa meer me 
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. JO 
Tt ain't funny. 


RAKAMORA 
(the bright side) 
Overtime! Overtime after thirty days! 
Every minute! 


JONES 
{turning to Cobb) 
How ‘bout that, Cobbie? that true? 


. CcoBB 

Depends. If it's the company's 
fault they're late, yeah, every 
minute after thirty days is time- 
and-a-half, and work hours are 
doubletime. But if the company can 
show it's weather, then it's 
atraight time. They got a weather 


clause. 
° WILLIE 
it's weather! 
” JONES 
Sheee-it! 
‘WILLIE 


That's why they can’t get Bowman and 
Sixpack to a hospital... 


JONES 

Hospital! You white people way too 
sensitive about your damn skin. 

(to Nakamura) 
You notice that, Nokko, white people 
get any blemish on their skin, they 
think the whole world's goin' down the 
toilet? 


WILLIE 
They weren't “little blemishes,” 
Jones.. They were awful black scaly 
patches... 


JONES 
Black is beautiful... 


coBB 
Punny they both got it... 


NAKAMURA 
(slyly) 
Yeah... 
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JONES 
(leering) 
Maybe a little "punishable by 
immediate dismissal" activity, huh? 


WILLIE 
Bowman! With Sixpack? It would have 
= to be rape! 


JONES 
{being a smartass) 
Aw, she wouldn't cage him, she's much 
teo gentle... . 


NAKAMORA 
. Might be like herpes, huh? 


CoBB 
(worried) 
Yeab...catching., It could be on the 
toilet seat ‘or something. 


é JONES 
Well, I wouldn't worry so much about 
the disease as the cure. That. doctor 
don't inspire me with confidence... 
T think he takes his own medicine, 
ig you know what I mean. 


cor TO 


“INFIRMARY 


CLOoMP! A noise! 


On the examining table where she's sleeping a drugged sleep, BOWMAN 
stirs under the sheet that covers her body. 


The overhead lights are off. 
WHOMP! Another muffled sound, something bumping. 


BOWMAN opens her eyes groggily and stares stupidly at the ceiling. 
Where is she? 


Turning her head toward the only source of light in the gloomy room, 
she sees DOC slumped at his tiny desk, the desk 2eny still on, the log 
book still open. 


She remembers where she is. She holds up her arm, inspecting it in the 
half-light.  ; 


The skin has’ changed all the way down to her hand and two of her 
fingers seem to be growing together. She's scared, her voice breaks... 


BOWMAN 
Doc? 


76. 


noc doesn’t respond. The regular hiss of his breathing indicates he's 
sleeping. 


She opens her mouth to speak again when... 


BUMP! Another muffled sound. It comes from the other side of her bed 
and she turnss : 


She sees the door to the second room, the Sick Bay..-and again she 
hears a noise from there...like something bumping. 


BOWMAN frowns, turns back toward DOC. 
3 BOWMAN 
, Doct y 
DOC doesn't reapond. Instead he snores. 
BOWMAN can hear something stirring behind the closed door to the Sick 
Bay as she climbs off the examining table with the sheet wrapped 
tightly around her body. She starts toward the closed door. 


; BOWMAN 
Sixpack? 


BANG! Something turns over in the other room. 
Prowning, BOWMAN reaches for the door and starts to open it. 


BOWMAN - 
Sixpack, are you okay? 


Aas she steps into the other room, we... 


‘THE SICK BAY 
BOWMAN steps: into the dark’ room. 
, BOWMAN 
Sixpack? Sey, have you got the same 
thing I...? 


BOWMAN stops in mid=sentence. There's just enough light in the tiny 
room for her to realize the twisted bedclothes are empty...there's no 
one in the bed.~ : 


Prowning, she reaches for the light switch and turns it on. 
” 
’ She hears a moVement from behind the bed. 


BOWMAN 
Bey, Six, are you...? 
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She gasps for horror mid-sentence at what she sees, then we... 


cor To 


INFIRMARY/LATER 

The clock on the wall over the desk is ticking toward five a.m, Below, 
BOC his head on the desk, is snoring in the pool of light from che 
amp. 

BUMP! A muffled, flopping sound. 


Doc doesn't stir. For a long moment the only sound is the hum of the 
air unit and the intermittent rattling. 


Then, suddenly, poc comes awake with a start, as though responding 
tardily to the noise. 


Doc 
’ Buh? s 


Be looks around. 


In the gloom he sees the vague shape of BOWMAN dying on the examining 


table. 
Pri be notices light through the tiny window in the door to the Sick 
jay. . 

C) DOC frowns. How did that get on? He gets to his feet, notices the 


open log on his desk, then starts toward the Sick Bay door. 


There's another muffled sound as DCC approaches the door. As he opens 
it, we... 


cor TO 
INSIDE THE SICK BAY 


DOC looks toward the bed. He shudders at what he sees... 


Jesus Christ! 


A SPOOKY SHADOW MOVES ON THE WALL, SUGGESTING A VAGUE AND 
HORRIFYING SBAP2 STIRRING IN THE BED. 


Shaken, but not entirely surprised, DOC hastily. ‘switches ore the 
ee and i as We... 


F cur TO 
THE INFIRMARY 


€ As poc shuts the door behind him something in the sleomy infirmary 
‘ catches his eye. 


Something's dripping from BOWMAN'S arm onto the floor... 
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Drip...dtip...drip... 
DOC moves toward her urgently... 


“ Doc 
Bowman? 


No answer. H@ locks at the floor, then at her arm. 


Ok my God! 
DOC switches on the light over the examining table. 
BOWMAN'S unblinking eyes stare lifelessly into the light. 


DOC'S eyes go to the opened wrist...then to the pool of blood 
below...and finally to the bloody scalpel on the floor. 


Grimly boc puts a hand to her neck, feeling the carotid artery for a 
pulse he knows he won't feel. 


The look on his face confirms that, as he expected, there's no pulse. 
Grimly, DOC puts part of the sheet over her vacant stare. 

SUDDENLY DOC JUMPS! 

Did she nove? 


DOC stares at the sheet covering her legs. 

It couldn't have moved, it’s impossible, she's dead. 
It moves...just slightly. 

A look of horror on his face, DOC gulps, hesitates... 
Finally he reaches out. 

He lifts the sheet gingerly. 

He stares at what he sees... 


Again, as the DOC stares, transfixed with horror, there's a muffled 
thump from the Sick Bay, and we... 


cur TO 
SKIN, PORES/TEE MESS/LATER 


(This scene begins a sequence of six scenes that blend together with 
a forward movement and rhythm that suggests a montage...) 


€ . Black skin, seen very close, the pores appearing like craters. 


JONES' VOICE (0.8.) 
- *Routine," my ass! Ain't nothin’ 
. . "routine" about no physical check~up 
7 a ; . . 7006 feet down...'specially when we 
: gettin' picked up. in two days... 


. DOC'S VOICE (0.S.) 
7 I didn't say it was a "rgutine 


sepals om i said it was a "routine 


We're looking at JONES‘ naked body...tippling muscles, copper skin, 
vary beautiful. : 


they're @lone in the mess, DOC examining JONES closely... 


JONES 
(still grumbling) 
Only "skin problem" I got is white 
people. ; 
ta beat) 
How come you're wearin’ those gloves? 


cor TO 
TAN SKIN/THE MESS 


MAEAMUED' S body is being examined...tan skin, wiry muscles seen very 
close. . 


. NAKAMURA'S VOICE (0.S.) 
How come we not do this in the 
Infirmary? 


DOC'S VOICE (0.S.) 
I have two patients in the Infirmery. 


AS we move along the skin, it seems every moment as if the next moment 
will reveal a dread blemish... ‘ 


NAKAMURA, standing naked in the Mess, alone with DOC, shakes his head 
in disgust. 


NAKAMURA 
They just conning you, Doc. Lazy 
bastards! Hangover ain't no big deal! 


boc - 
An imaginary hangover, you mean. 
: NAKAMURA. 
~ (catching himself) 


Buh? Oh, yeah. Mental hangover, 
yeah... . 


C: ; cor To 


Re 


rereny roicneneencircereseatintctetntnn 


~~ 


er 


WHITE ‘SKIN/MESS 
Pale skin, fishbelly white with white hairs, seen closely... 


COBB'S VOICE (0.5S.) 
I guess I'm kinda...outta shape... 
- (a pause, no answer, then...) 
This skin-condition...what is it?. 
Gike herpes, or measles, oc what? 


DOC'S VOICE (0.8.) 
Te’s.«.difficult to describe. 


poc is scrutinizing COBB'S older, flabbier body closely in the Mess. 
Re thinks he sees something, looks very closely. 


COBB 
(nervously) 
Chciat, it'd be a hell of a thing if 
I went back to the roof with some kind 
of herpes thing. My wife wouldn't 
undecatand that at all. 


DOC peers closely, satisfies himself that it's nothing. 


noc 
You seem all right. 
COBB 
(relieved) 
She wouldn't undecstand. She'd think 
I waa down here fucking my head off. 


cur TO 
CONTROL ROOM 


‘BECK {s staring straight ahead, frustrated. He frowns at a thought 


that's bothering him, considers it, then he decides to act on it. 


Seating himself in front of the Video Display Terminal he punches keys, 
and words appear on the screen. 


"Request weather summaries, June 11 thru June 14." 

BECK stares at the screen for a long moment. The room is silent. 
Then the answer appears on the screen... : 

"File Closed.” : 


BECK stares at the screen suspiciously as we... 
cur TO 
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TITS AND ASS/MESS - 
Firm lovely breasts, smooth skin... 


WILLIE'S VOICE (0.8.) 
This disease...it's serious? 


DOC turns WILLIZ around to examine her firm naked buttocks. 


boc 
levasive) 
of You have to take everything ‘seriously, 
: Willie. 


F WILLIE 
Better safe than sorry... 


boc 
Exactly. You seex okay. 
DOC turns away to let her dress. 


WILLIE 
(hesitantly) 
This couldn't have anything to do with 
the...with the vodka, could it? 


boc 
(turning with a frown) 
The vodka? 


NAKED PLESE/THE MESS 


A male body, young and wiry, seen so closely the pores are like 
craters, the muscles like rolling swells... 


7 BECK'S VOICE (0.S.) 
Those stupid assholes! 7 


DOC'S VOICE (0.S8.)} 
There's a confidentiality involved. 
You can't use this information to 
initiate disciplinary procedures or 


x anything... 
DOC is examining BECK'S naked body in the Mess. 
” 


o ; BECK 
They're still assholes! Did all of 


them drink it? 


Doc 
Except the girl...Willie. 
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: BECK 
And you think it's possible? That 
there was something...in the vodka? 


Doc 
2a possible. Anything! That 

~ thing Sixpack brought in, that. could 
be it. Or something in the water, 
something that got Tato the swamp, 
then into the alr system. Or the 
vodka...I don’t know. 

(exam complete) 
You're clean...for now. Everybody's 
clean for now..,except what's left of 
Bowman and Sixpack. 


BE 
(dressing) 
You could test the vodka...there must 
be traces...; 


pec 
“Gest itl I'm not a chemist and this 
ftan't a wajer laboratory, it's a 
goddamn mining shack. We've got other 
problems...Those bodies, for example. 


CUT To 
BLACKBOARD/MESS/LATER 


As we hear JONES ranting we see the word “DELAYED® scrawled on the 
blackboard beneath "Days Till Pickup..." 


JONES' VOICE (0.S.) 
IT toldja: What'd I say? We talking 
about malpractice here! Person gets 
a little skin problem, next thing you 
know they in a pine box! 


DOC takes a deep breath. He and BECK are facing the others across the 
table as JONES rants and BECK cuts in sharply. 


Bee 
It's more than “a little skin 
problea," Jones. 


WILLIE 
My God! Bo was fine twelve hours ago. 
u moc 
ne The good news is, so far, none of you 
seem to have it... 


- COBB 
Is it catching? 


a3. 


boc 
I don't know whether it came from a 


common source such as the vodka, or 
whether it was something that Sixpack 

got and somehow transmitted. All we 

can do is take all sensible precautions... 
especially when ve handle the bodies... ° 


JORES 
Say what? What you mean “handle the 
bodies"? 


BecK 

(breaking in) 
Since we don't have refrigeration 

facilities, Doc says we have to get 
the bodies out of here as soon as 

possible for health re 


Underxater? 


: BECK 
Burial at sea. The problem is... 


“COBB 
You got permission slips for that? 
Por burial at sea? You can't just -~ 


Beck 

Shut up, Cobbi 

(a stunned silence) 
We're not going to worry about 
permission slips...understand? We're 
all in this together and we're going 
to try and get out of it together. 
That means you do what you're told. 
Everybody got that? 


BECK glares into a sudden re ctful silence. Nobody says anything, 
they're seeing a new BECK in front of them. Satisfied, BECK 


continues... 


Ne 


BECK 
Now there is a...°problem.” 
{he turns to Doc) 
DOCeee 


sec 
(choosing words carefully) 
Well...I can assure you Sizpack and 
Bowman are clinically dead. No 
pulse, no respiration, and, of 
course, No consciousness. However... 
this..."disease," whatever it is... 
(MORE) 
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poc (Cont'd) 

, doesn't seem to require a blood supply 
for nourishment, hence the diseased 
tissue continues to...continues to... 
continue, 


JONES ~ 
"Continues to continue"! What the 
fucks that mean in English? 


vet 


pec . 
(hesitates, then...) 
Tt means...there could be some... 
wovement. 
JONES, NAKAMURA, COBB, and WILLIE look at each other in horror ag we... 
cur to 
THE SWAMP/LATER 
DOC, BECK, and the four DIVERS are all wearing wet suits and several 
of then already have scuba~type sasks on their faces. BECK spots skin 
between WILLIE'S glove and wr st and points. 
_ BECK 
Cover up completely. 
BOC 
Let's not have any skin exposed. 
As WILLIE pulls the glove aver her wrist, we... 
cor to 
HATCH/OFSTAIRS CORRIDOR . 
BECK'S head appears from the hatch like a diver surfacing. He's 
wearing a face mask and a wet suit. He climbs up the batch ladder into 
the corridor as DOC appears behind him and we... 
cur To 
THE CORRIDOR/SECONDS LATER 
With BECK and DOC in the lead and the DIVERS behind them, they are a 
truly spooky looking procession, all in wet suits and masks moving 
along the gloomy corridor toward the Infirmary door. 
CRASE! 


Everybody tredies at the sound of something smashing in the tnfirmary 
ahead. 


Then they hear a “dragging sound. 


sega ersten peor Sorina remtcr * 


vy 
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* : JONES 
Ob, shit! : 


BAKAMURA 
This could be murder! Opstairs in the 
world maybe we be arrested! 


non ' 


They're ake eee dead, right, bec? 


Definitely. 


macs ‘oustiias is overturned in the Inficmary. Then more dragging 
sounds... 


: JORES 
They sure as shit don't gqund dead! 


I take full i eecpanibittys T'm Shack 
, Boss, you're following orders... 
BECK and DOC, Peeaiciny the door to the Infirmary, step inaide as we... 
: cor To 


INSIDE THE INPIRMARY p 
BECK and DOC in their masks look around, 

The examination table is empty. 

Sopething moves behind the table, out of sight, turning over a chair. 
JONES, NAKAMURA, WILLIE, and COBB enter tentatively. : 


WHOMP! SMASH! Noises come from the corner behind the table and 
suddenly... ’ : 


SOMETHING APPEARS ON THE FLOOR BEHIND THE EXAMINATION TABLE... 
SOMETHING SCALY, ABOUT AS BIG AROUND AS A LEG, BOUT FLEXIBLE AND 
PLOPPY. 


JONES 
Beholy shit! 


WILLIE gasps at the sight. Everyone's horrified. 


7 COBB 
Wh-what's that? 


BECK forces “himself to move toward it. 
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TBE SCALY THING, LIKE A BIG MUSCLE, FLOPS CLUMSILY, TEEN DISAPPEARS. 


an BECK, steeling himself, moves forward and looks over the table. DOC 
: is right behind hin. 


BECK gags...he's horrified. : 
Again part of “°THE CREATURE* emerges from behind the table. 


gongs 
What is that thing? 


. : WILLIE 
f: Where are the bodies? 


+ poc 
Those are the bodies! 


SMASH! The whole examination table is knocked over, revealing TEE 
CREATORE to all of then! : 


T'S ACTUALLY TWO CREATURES ENTWINED. SIXPACK'S BODY IS ALMOST 
TOTALLY TRANSFORMED INTO A SCALY MUSCLE VAGUELY RESEMBLING A POUR 
POINTED {TWO ARMS, TWO LEGS) STARPISE. PART OF SIXPACK'S PACE IS 
STILL VISIBLE, PARTIALLY LOST IN THE "FLESE” OF THE NEW CREATURE 
THAT HAS WRAPPED ITSELF AROUND BOWMAN’S BODY. 


fer BOWMAN'S CORPSE IS ON ITS WAY TO BECOMING WHAT SIXPACK ALREADY IS, 
€ H BUT. ONLY ONE OF BER LEGS IS COMPLETELY TRANSFORMED INTO A BONELESS 
. WRITHING TENTACLE. HER PACE IS STILL CLEARLY VISIBLE, THOUGH HER 
NECK AND THE BACK OF BER BEAD ARE ALREADY LOST TO THE NEW CELLS. 


BECK resolutely moves forward and tries to grab at a writhing “arm* of 
the SIXPACK CREATURE with his gloved hands. 


BECK 
Come on. Give ne a hand. 


The others watch, horrified, as BECK struggles to get a firm grip on 
the clumsy muscle that flezes free of his hands. 


Beck 
Geddamniti Help ne! 


BECK is clutching angrily at the squirming piece of muscle that's 
wrapping around the BOWMAN CREATURE. He's uncomfortably close to 
BOWMAN'S PACE, -embedded in the scaly muscle, her dead eyes staring 
vacantly. : 


DOC tries to lp and then the cthers reluctantly approach the 

’ CREATURES, re&ching out tentatively, then drawing back suddenly as the 
CREATURES sqiirm stupidly. One after another they get ahold of the 
clumsy double monster. 


vie, 
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4 BECK 
Pull...them...apart... 


JONES is’ vainly wrestling vith the scaly things. 
, ; JONES : 
- No way! They...it's...strong! 
; BECK 
Drag them! Out the door. Pull. 


The CREATURES seem to. move blindly, lashing and thrashing and 
struggling without purpose as they wrestle it along and we... 


cor To 


THE CORRIDOR/MINUTES LATER 


Except for the gruesome CREATURES and the grim corridor, it could be 

a Laurel and Sardy comedy. Dressed in their sinister diving gear, all 
aix of them are staggering and struggling down the nacrow corridor with 
the shapeless CREATURES. 


JONES finds himself wedged against a wall with BOWMAN'S dead face and 
vacant eyes only inches from his own. 


JONES . 
Oh, Jesus Motherfucking Christ! DAMN! 
T ain't never gonna sleep again. 
cor to 
SPLASH! SLOSH! THE SWAMP/MINUTES LATER 


A dozen feet slipping and splashing in three inches of water as the six 
DIVERS struggle the CREATURES toward the lock. 


BECK 
(with effort) 
This...this wayl 


JONES 
Open the lock! Open the fucking lock! 


WHAM! NAXAMURA is hurled up against a bulkhead by a writhing "acm"! 
He slumps to the floor, stunned by the blow. 


JONES . 
Somebody open the goddamn lock! 


# 
RRRRRRRRR! BECK is at the lock control, opening it. 


COBB is knocked down in the struggle, finds himself on all fours in the 
Oily water sloshing on the floor. He struggles to his feet. 


BECK 
Push it! 


4 
3 


es, 


But the CREATURES sprawl awkwardly so that no sooner is one appendage 
cleared from the lock door than another takes its place. 


Suddenly COBB screams and grabs his forearm as he backs away from the 
atruggle. 


there's a gaping tear in the wet auit, revealing human gore where the 


arm has been. slashed. ae 


COBB 
It...it...bit mel Jesus Christ, it 
BIT mel [t's got...teeth. 


COBB.is pointing at a horrible little mouth situated apparently at 
random in the torso of the thing that was SIXPACK. The evil little 
slit is full of needlesharp spine~like teeth that gnash blindly, a 
mouth without a-facel 


WILLIE. avoids the cruel slit hastily as COBB babbles hysterically. 


* COBB 
I'm bleeding, for Christ sake! I'm 
- bleeding! Doc, I'm bleeding! 


SLAM! An "arm" flops blindly, knocking WILLIZ to the floor. 


As she sits on her ass in the greasy slime, WILLIE looks from the 
others struggling futilely with the CREATURES to the workbench. She 
has an idea...but she's horrified to even consider it. 


BECK is still wrestling determinedly, trying to shove the entwined 
CREATURES out when he sees WILLIE jump to her feet and head for the 
workbench. It looks like she's deserting the struggle. 


BECK 
Help me, damnit! Don't rc... .mmmnph. 


BECK loses his footing as he wrestles and goes to his knees in the 
slime. He tries to struggle back to hia feet, but the huge muscle 


blindly rearranges itself, forcing him back down into the slime. 


BECK 
Shit! Oh, shit, somebody... 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNN. BECK breaks off as he hears the urgent whine of a 
power tool close at hand. Looking up, he sees WILLIE looming close, 
wielding a savage looking underwater chain saw that screams with 
excitement as it bites into the flesh of the CREATURES. Almost 
dumediately BECX is sprayed by fountaining blood, his vision obscured. 


- WILLIE'S facemask is spattered too as she grimly works the saw into 


the scaly muscle, shouting urgently... 


WILLIE 
Somebody get the other saw! 
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JONES is already headed toward the workbench as we... 

cur TO 
THE WORKBENCH 
JONES hurls tools aside madly, digging in ‘the confusion for the second 
saw. He finds it, yanks it Clear, triggers it, and-turns back to the 
action with the saw already humming angrily as we... 

cur TO 
SCREAMING SAWS/BLOOD. 
JONES' whirring blade rips into the CREATURES’ flesh as WILLIE finishes 
cutting through the thick trunk of another appendage... 
2227 222222232372..6 
SPLASH! . The severed hunk of muscle lands in the slime on the floor. 


BECK is staring at it, still dazed by the turn of events when WILLIE 
buries her screaming blade into the CREATURES again, snapping over her 


shoulder at BECK.... 


. WILLIE 
The piece...get rid of it! In the 
lock! 


BECK is suddenly on his feet, groping in the slime for the hefty chunk 
of muscle. DOC staggers next to him and they lift the piece and shove 
it into the lock. 


BECK 
It's still moving! 


JONES 
Grab it! Grab it! 


BECK whirls to see another piece of muscle squirming in the slime. de 
and DOC grab for it as it writhes and splashes while saws scream and 
blood sprays everywhere. 


It's already a nightmare! JONES is slicing deep into the torso of one 
CREATURE when he suddenly reacts in horror. 


He's exposed what's left of SIXPACK'S face where it exists inside the 
horrid thing. -- 


BECK, DOC, and WILLIE are momentarily stunned...then WILLIE shouts. 


a WILLIE 
7 GET THEM! GET THEM! 


Pollowing her look, DOC and BECK see severed chunks of the CREATURES 
squirming away into the slime. 
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4a WILLIE goes back to cutting, DOC and BECK splash around capturing 
horrid severed chunks and shoving them into the lock... 


COBB, oblivious to everything around him, is trapped in his own 
nightmare, holding his arm and muttering over and over again... 


: ~.. COBB : 
It bit mel It bit mel 


bunoticed, as we... 


‘ 


BECK AND DOC 


BECK is shoving the ghastly hunks of bloody muscle into the lock while 
DOC waits at the controls... _ : 
BECK 
-Okayt Now! Plush! 


DOC works the controls, closing the lock. 
As the pumps roar, BECK moves to a port and flicks a switch. 


Outside the inky blackness is penetrated by a bright halogen worklight 
piged ceveala the writhing contents of the lock "flushed® out into the 
ckness. 


bs ny with blood, WILLIE and JONES lower their saws and remove 
ir masks, then moved dazedly behind BECK where they peer over his 
shoulder with glazed eyes as we... 


cuT TO 
VIEW THROUGH THE PORTHOLE | 


Grisly slabs of the dismembered CREATURES drift through the murky 
water, twisting and writhing. BOWMAN'S face, embedded in a slab of 
squirming flesh, glides past, her eyes wide open and stupid with death 
as we... 


cut TO 


INSIDE THE SWAMP ROOM 


Ag all four of, them react to the gruesome scene, BECK hastily switches 
off the exterior light. The only sound is the sound of COBB muttering 
over and over. again... 


COBB 
It bit me! It bit through my suit! 
Ie bit me! 


zd 
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Something splashes under the workbench, but nobody notices that, as 
Woes : 


: : : cor. TO 
A CORRIDOR/LATER 


Except for the faint clatter”in the hum of the air system, the shack 
is spookily silent, the corridor deserted, as we... 


cur TO 
ANOTHER, CORRIDOR 
Yet another deserted, silent corridor. Nothing moves as we... 
: cur to 
RANDWRITTEN SCRAWL/PAGES 


A page turns loudly in the quiet. More words are revealed, a 
handwritten scrawl in Russian. 


DOC peers at the page in the quiet of the Infirmary where order has 
wore or less been restored. He's alone in the gloom with the Russian 
log book as we... 


cur TO 
A MOVIE/VIDEO SCREEN/DORM 


Pamiliar ACTORS and ACTRESSES are doing their thing on the screen. 
They seem phony in the spooky context, the only sound and movement 
in the silent dorm. 


The bunks are empty. : : , 


Except COBB'S. COBB is lying in shadows, his reading light focussed 
on a collection of worn snapshots he's holding in his hand, snapshots. 
that obviously came from the billfold lying open on his stomach. 
Between occasional vacant glances at the screen, he stares glumly at 
the pictures in his band. “ 


The snapshots feature a formidable locking woman, obviously his WIFE, 
and then shots of his KIDS, who look teenage arrogant and troublesome. 
It's pitiful that this is the collection of faces he has to look at in 
his hour of need... chs 


His eyes drift from the pictures to the bandage on his arn. 
" 


For-a long moment he stares at the bandage. Then, uneasily, he puts 
down the pictures and peeks under the bandage, checking the freshly 
stitched flesh for suspicious marks as we... 


cur TO 
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SIZZLING WATER/CLOUDS OF STEAM/SEOWER 


Vaguely seen through clouds of steam, WILLIE£ is scrubbing herself 
a@lmost desperately, as though the spattered blood of the CREATURES had 
penatrarsd into her skin. Her hands are trembling as she continues to 
scr and Wns. . . 


. cur to 
LOUD MUSIC/BOOM BOX/THE MESS 7 


Blacing “Rocky Mountain High,” the fancy boom box is on the table in 
the Mess beside a confusion of jigsaw pieces and a partially completed 
9th century landscape painting featuring steep mountains, pillowy 
clouds, and sloping meadows. 


NARAMORA is scowling at the puzzle while JONES sits across from hin, 
locking glum. 


Finally NAKAMURA tries fitting’a piece of waterfall in the partially 
completed portion of the puzzle. 


JONES 
No, man, that ain't right! That ain't 
water... 


NAKAMURA 
Blue...see? | 


JONES 
Sure it's blue, it's sky blue. That's 
sky, man...see? 


JONES points to a portion of sky in the picture. 


NAKAMURA considers ‘it, comparing the blue of the piece to the blue in 
_the sky. 
. NAKAMURA 
Mamnmammm. I. dunno. 


JONES 
Take my word for it, it's sky. 
(a beat) 
Maybe the last goddamn piece of sky 
we ever see. 


NAKAMURA ; 
(trying the piece in the sky) 
BH Whatsa watter? You think we gonna 
die? 


93. 


2 JONES 

Sheeerit! We're down on the bottom 

of the ocean with some motherfucking 

evil disease, the doctor we got ain't 

worth shit even when he's sober... 

an' the shack boss be so young he only 
- been laid about once in his life so 
° fac. HowW™'bout that, Nokko? Besides 

all that shit, everything lookin’ real 

good! 

(no answer) 

We shouldn’ta drunk that Russian shit 
' either. s 
Por a long moment NAKAMORA is toc precccupled to respond. He's 
singlemindedly trying to fit the "piece of sky" into the sky even 
though it doean't fit. Finally, by forcing the cardboard into a 
different shape he succeeds. Satisfied at last, he responds to JONES' 
glum assessment... 


MAKAMURA 
You hungry? I got a big appetite all 
' of @ sudden. 


JONES just stares at NAKAMURA in disbelief as we... 
cor To 
BECK'S QUARTERS 


BECK is lying on his bunk, writing in his electronic diary. As before, 
we hear his words VOICEOVER. 


BECK'S VOICEOVER 
Tn the meantime all sorts of doubts 
and fears seem to be screaming in my 
head. What if the doctors at 
Narragansett Naval Sospital 
communicated Sixpack's symptoms to 
authorities in the government, and the 
government contacted the Company...and 
maybe it's not a weather problem at 
all? Maybe they're figuring out what 
to do with us..-how to bring us up in 
complete quarantine...or whether they 
should bring us up at all. That may 
sound crazy and paranoid, but I went 
over the weather transmissions for the 
last week and there was no sign of any 
significant storms coming...and when 
T called for the current weather, I 
got back a blank! The only reason I'n 
not totally panicked is because I'm 
supposed to be the leader. I can't 
panic or it's-all over and... 


seme 
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EMWOCK KNOCK KNOCK. BECK looks up and before he can say "Come in," DOC 
nen opened the door and entered. DOC is holding the Russian captain's 
OF» : a 


x 


noc 
This log...I've been translating it, 
~ and I wanted you to hear what I'm 
: reading... —~ i 


cur to 
THE GALLEY = 


In the gloom of the fluorescent lighting, NAKAMURA is alone, poking 
through various cabinets, trying to put together an elaborate snack. 
Suddenly he hearsa scraping movement to his left. 


Be looks in that direction. There's nothing but the sink and, below 
it, a storage area lost in shadow. The only sound now is the muffled 
music from the boom box in the Mess. 


He notices that the floor's wet near the sink. That puzzles him. He 
frowns and...hearcs: the sound again! 


A small noise, like something shifting miers oops He moves to 
investigate, crouching low, peeking into the shadows under the sink, 
into a litter of cleanser bottles, pails, rags, and scrub brushes. 


All he can see are shadows. He looks more closely, actually sticking 
his head under the sink when... 


SUDDENLY SOMETHING TOUCRES HIS SHOULDER PROM BEHIND AND NAKAMURA 
BOMPING HIS BEAD ON THE SINK AS BE WHIRLS TO SEE... 


JONES is looming over his shoulder, looking down at him. 


JONES 
The fuck you doin', man? 


Not fully recovered from the start, NAKAMURA shrugs... 


NAKAMURA 
Getting some food. 4 


JONES 
Under there? 


NAKAMURA gets to his feet, points at the trail of water leading to the 
sink. ‘ 
; HAAMORA 
ae Look. Water. 


JONES 
What about it? There's water all over 
this place, we gonna have to mop. You 
want some-of this lo-cal shit? 
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JONES is taking soft drinks from a cold box. 


NAXAHURA 
Yeah. Yeah. 


NAKAMURA is considering his "snack" as JONES starts out the galley 
door. - Something’ s missing. 


WAKAMURA 
Mustard. I forget sustard. 


RAKAMURA turns to look for the mustard as JONES exits the Galley and 
Wess” 


cor To 
“THE MESS 


JONES ia talking over his shoulder to MAKAMURA as he enters the Mess 
from the Galley. 


JORES 

- T dunno how you can chow down right 

after that heavy shit we did with 

Sixpack and Bowman... 
JONES doesn't notice that he's stepping through a trail of water on the 
floor as he sets the soft acinks on the table near the unfinished 
puzzle. 
The trail of water leads froma entry to the Mess to the Galley door! 
JONES looks at the puzzle and frowns. 
CLANK! A muffled sound from the kitchen. 


JONES doesn't look up from the puzzle. 


’ JONES 
Now what chew doin'? Cooking? 
No answer. 


JONES has a piece of puzzle in hia hand, the “piece of sky." Seeing an 
“opening*® in the waterfall he places the “sky” in the waterfall. 


- JONES 
Bah! 


It fits. 


Ns 


* NARAMURA'S VOICE (0.S.) 
i Jonesy! Help...mel : 


JONES has another piece in his hand poised over the puzzle. He's 
locking for an opening. 
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: JORES 
I am helpin’ you, dude! I... 


: 'S§ VOICE (0.8.) 
Jonesy! It...hurts. 


JONES turns abruptly. a 
Bis jaw drops. 
MARAMURA is. staggering toward him with a look of terror on his 


face...AND A SCALY CHUNK OP MUSCLE WRAPPED TIGHTLY AROUND HIS CHEST 
LIKE_A LIPE JACKET. - 


WAKANURA 
Tt'’s..-hurting me...Jonesy! Help ne! 


BANG! JONES knocks his chair over as he scrambles to his feet..,AND 
STARTS BACKING AWAY! 


JONES 
_Nak...I..-gotta get the Doc. 


NAKAMURA is moving toward JONES with outstretched arms. 


” MAKAMORA 
It's getting...inside me...please! 


y JONES is backing, circling around, trying to avoid contact. 
JONES 


Don’t touch me, Nak! That. ain't gonna 
help. Lemme get the Doc. 


MAKAMURA keeps coming and JONES backs around in a eiicle so that now 
his back is to the Galley door. 
NAKAMURA 
Please! Squeezing! Can't...breathe. 
NAKAMURA lunges. 


JONES backs. fast into the Galley and closes the door as NAKAMURA drops 
on all fours in front of the door and we... 


CUT TO 


EANDWRITTEN PAGES/BECK'S QUARTERS 


The meticulous’ script is in Russian. We hear DOC'S VOICE as he 
translates... 


. Boc'S VOICE (0.S.} 
Then, °I am following these very 
peculiar orders to the letter, 
steaming to a remote destination in 
the North Atlantic far beyond the 
normal shipping lanes with only a 

= skeleton crew...” 


poc turns from the text he's translating and gives BECK a look. 


BECK'S face is impassive...and DOC resumes the translation... 


boc 
(continuing to translate) 

"Presumably, when I reach this watery 
destination, I will receive further 
instructions, either by radio, or 
perhaps from one of the passengers I 
mentioned earlier. These three 
civilians keep very much to 
themselves. At their request, I have 
given them access to the safe where 

~ they have locked something they 
consider of the utmost priority. 
Somehow my own instincts tell me that 
these men are scientists of some sort. 
Something in their manner suggests 
that sort of background...* 

- {looking up from the text) 

i” Sao And so on. You see? 


BECK 
That's all? That doesn't mean 
anything. 


: : boc ; 

Be didn't learn any more because the 

a day the storm hit and they went 
we / 


BECK 
(stubbornly) 
It doesn't mean shit. 


poe 
The Russians still have a ship afloat 
_ with the same name, an 
I'll bet. They never admitted this 
one went down for fear someone would 
” learn what was on it and go looking 
“ for it. 


BECK ‘ 
They could have raised it 
( : . themselves... 
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boc 
We found the ship by pure chance. 
Anybody looking for it at this depth, 
even with our technology, could spend 
Yyears...and billions. 


. BECK 
- When we get up top you can tell then 
. gil this, you can speculate all you 
want... : 


» dec 

: But now's the time, we have an 
* obligation to communicate to the 
Company or == 


BECK 


’ wo! 
(silence, then...) 
T don't trust them. 


. (amazed) 
' Don't trust who? 


‘ ” BECK 
: ~ (paranoid) 
: The Company. The Navy. Anybody 

ars, upetairsi I-think the weather story 
€ 1 iz a crock of shit. I think they're 
just keeping us down here because they 
know we have some weirdo virus and they're 
figuring oat what to do about us. 


pec 
(thoughtful) 
It's possible. You have to see 
their point of view...a brand new 
virus...very very virulent. Think 
what it could do...I mean, it could 
affect the whole world, it could =~ 


BECK 
PUCK THE WORLD! 


DOC looks startled at the force of the sentiment. BECK looks surprisec 
he said it...and ashamed. 


BECK 
" It didn't mean that...exactly. Not the 
“ way it came out. But I have an: - 
. obligation to this crew, to all of us. 
I want them to bring us up. 


; . DOC 
(5 ms But if it really is a highly 
contagious germ... 
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BECK 
3 “te Bay not even be contagious. You 
fo said yourself that the vodka could 
: be the only source of... 


DOC gives BECK a glum look. and ostentatiously unbuttons the top two 
buttons of hie shirt. ashe ke 


BECK stares horrified. 
Scaly blotches are all over DOC'S chest. 
= e 3. Raa 


: boc 
Of course it’s possible I didn't catch 
. it fcom Sixpack or Bowwan...I could 

- ave got it from cutting myself on the 

broken vodka bottle, but... 
: : (he shrugs, then...) 

: I think we have to tell then upstairs 

‘ : the extent of — 


BECK 
wo! 


cuT To 
: “+ ‘THE GALLEY 
( JONES is pleading sincerely and desperately as he peers out through the 
aan window of the double doors inte the Mess. 
, ‘ JONES 
Nak! Please! I wanna help you, man. 
Iojuss don't wanna fousb you. 
CRASH! A chair goes over in the Mess. 
Peering through the window, JONES can “gee HAKAMURA'S feet sticking out 
from behind the mess table which has been overturned. NAKAMURA seems 
to be squirming...crawling...writhing. 
The boom box is on the floor, still playing cheery John Denver songs. 
JONES 
Ain't gonna do you ne geod to touch 
. Be. That ain't gonna help, lemme get 
past, Ifil get the Doc, 
JONES watches through the window. 
* ” 
More squirming. Awful sounds. 


JONES is in agony, there are tears on his cheeks, he really wants to 
help. He hesitates, fear and courage struggling a5 We... 


a cut TO 
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THE MOVIE/VIDECSCREEN/DORMITORY 


The familiar ACTORS and ACTRESSES continue to play their parts on 
the screen. They seem very unreal. : 


COBB, however, isn't watching. Wor is he looking at the snapshots 
lying on the bunk beside him, His eyes are on his bandaged forearm. 


AS RE LOOKS Av IT, TRE BANDAGE SEEMS TO UNDULATE... 
COBB is scared, Sweat beade his forehead. 
THE BANDAGE UNDULATES AND SWELLS GROTESQUELY... 


Horrified, COBB blinks his eyes, desperately wanting it to be a 
hallucination. . : 


TRE BANDAGE LOOKS SUDDENLY NORMAL! It WAS JUST BIS IMAGINATION! 
Or was it? COBB isn't sure. He's sweating ag he reaches out with 
trembling fingers and tentatively...tentatively..,.tentatively... 
peels back the bandage... 
He gees a neat row of stitches in normal looking flesh. 
Relieved, COBB starts to replace the bandage as we... 

cuT to 
WILLIE'S BONK/DORMITORY 


hier dressed now, her hair still wet from the shower, is beside her 
tank « 


She can see COBB reclining in his bunk, his face lost in the shadows. 


‘The povie is playing on the monitor, but in the pool of light from his 


reading lamp she can see him fussing with his bandage instead of 


watching. 


She considers him for a moment, then starts toward him. 


WILLIE 
How you doing, Cobbie? 


COBB, startled, looks toward her, his face still lost in the shadows. 
COBB 
Buh? Oh...uh...fine, fine. I'm... 
okay. 
COBB flicks th¢ remote and the Tv switches off abruptly, creating an 


" awkward silence. For a long moment the only sound is the the faint hum 


and rattle of the air recycling unit. 


WILLIE 
Is...your arm...okay? 


iol. 


e : : COBB 

Yeah, yeah, it’s, uh...fine. I...2 
was ar semana? Ga | about it. I, heh 
heh, keep checking it, you. know? 
Worrying. I, uh, I don't think my 
family'd, uh, like it if I came back 
looking like, heh heh, ake a aoah or 
: something, heh heh. 


WILLIE 
(indicating the snapshots) 
are those pictures of your family? 
a COBB 
These? Oh, uh, yeah, yeah...this is 
my wife... 
COBB is showing his pictures as we... 


3 cur To 


. 


THE INFIRMARY 
DOC enters. He's prececupied. He sets the Russian log book down 
absently. He's trying to make a difficult decision. Taking a deep 
breath, he clenches his jaw. The decision is made! He turns back and : 
exits the Infirmary hurriedly as we... 

cor. To 
INSIDE THE MESS 
A spooky quiet. 
The galley door opens tentatively and JONES peeks out. 
The reom is a shambles. 


Still John Denver sings sbout Montana Skies from the overturned boom 
box. 


No sign of NAKAMURA. He could be behind the table. 


JONES 
Nak! 
{no answer) 
ca Nakamura! 
Nothing! 
, 
JONES hesitatés...then steps into the Mess. 
; JONES 


I juss wanna get the Doc. Don't touch 
me, man. Okay? 


A squirming noise! Movement behind the table. 
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JONES jumps back, grabbing the door. 


- JONES 
Don't touch me, mani 


Silence. : 
JONES is getting up his nerve to take ancther step as we... 

, eur to 
CONTROL ROOM ; i 


The Lights flick on. DOC is there...alone. He looks around in-the 
silence. Then he. heads for the communications console and sits down. 


mes about to addrese the keyboard when he pauses and looks at his 
wrist. 


Black acales have extended down’ along the wrist and onto the hand. 
Grimly he turns his attention back to the keyboard. 
Be starts to type and words appear on the VDT in front of him. 
“Shack 1408 Trans Atlantic to HQ Trans Atlantic...* 
pec is pecking at keys as we... . 

cor TO 
THE DORMITORY 


The snapshots lie in the pool of light on his lap as COBB, his face 
still lost in shadows, reminisces about his family to WILLIE who's 
sitting on the edge of his bunk, listening politely. 


, coBB 
T mean, it's not a great family or 
nothin, not one of those TV 
families...an’ the kids really piss 
me off with all that drug shit...I'm 
old fashioned...I mean you young 
people...hey, I'm not saying you do 
drugs, Willie...shit, you're the only 
_ one of us had sense not to drink that 
Russian vodka. You were smart! 


COBB looks at WILLIE and for the first time she sees the right side of 
his face in the light. SIS POREREAD IS COVERED WITH BLACK. SCALY 
TISSUE! Completely unaware of his condition, COBB looks at her with 


sincere concern. 


COBB 
You okay, Willie? You look kinda... 
pale. Shit! I guess you're as scared 
as me, I guess we're all... 
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‘ JONES' VOICE (0.8.) 
” pee? Anybody seen Doc? 


WILLIZ whirls at the sound of JONES’ VOICE. She sees hin standing in 
the door to the dormitory. 
: ae , WILLIE 
c She no. What's wrong? 


JONES 
What about Beck? You seen Beck? 


WILLIE 


_ What is it? 
JONES bolts. WILLIE starts after him as we... 


A CORRIDOR : é 
JONES is moving down a corridor. 


JONES 
Doe! Hey, Decl 


JONES finds himself right outside the door that says CONTROL on 
it...and the door is ajar. 


JONES pushes the door open and enters as we.. 


CONTROL ROOM 


Stepping into the half lit Control Room, JONES sees the deserted 
consoles and monitors...the only sound is the murmur of the air system 
with its monotonous clatter. 


JONES 
Doc? 
(no answer) 
Bey, Doc! 


JONES notices red lights winking on the console. 


Drawn by the urgency of the flashing lights, he moves toward the 
console. 


Ee observes eight flashing red lights that say “ARMED” beside a series 
of buttons under the legend SURPACE ESCAPE. 


What the hell's going on? JONES is considering this when he notices 
part of a message still on the video screen. 
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*..-hope that our sacrifice will mean that the human race will never 
know this awful germ or, for that matter, its origin either in the 
@iabolical mind of man or in some natural malevolence confined to the 
awful depths. So, with gladness and hope in our hearts, we of Trans 
Atlantic Shack 1408 go to our destiny." 


JONES locks alarmed at what he's reading when, suddenly, he's 
interrupted b¥ a LOUD...SILENCE! 


JONES stiffens and listens. 
The hum of the air systen has stopped! The room is deathly silent. 
WHOOP! WHOOP! Suddenly a klaxon horn sounds hysterically. 


A blue light on the console blinks on and off. [It says "AIR." A 
blinking red light says "FIRE." Then we... 


2 cot TO 
STREN/LIGHT/CORRIDOR # 
The klaxon whoops, lights flash urgently in the corridor. 


Dashing down the corridor, BECK snatches a fire extinguisher from a 
wall mount just before he turns the corner, disappearing from view. 


WILLIE appears, sprinting after him as we... 

: cur To 
WILLIE/AROUND TSE CORNER 
WILLIE rounds the corner into a haze of smoke. 


Flames are pouring out of the machinery beneath the floor as BECK 
directs a stream of chemical foam onto the blaze. 


WILLIE graba another extinguisher and opens fire also. 


The fire is quickly smothered. 
BECK and WILLIE are coughing. 


BECK 
Who was working in there? 


: WILLIE 
Working? What do you mean? 
, BECK 
7 The floor was open when I got here. 
WILLIE 


t...don't know. We better fix it. 
I'll get the tools and... 


Foo 
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BECK 
Wait. 


BECK drops down into the foamy mess below the floor and starts to 
inspect the damage. He wipes away the foam, burns his hand, curses. 


2. WILLIE = 

=, We'd better get started. With all 
chat smoke, we need to be recycling 
aires. 


wire is staring at the confusion of scorched machinery and melted 
wires.: 7 Pe, 3 


a (grimly) 
We can't repair this. The heat's 
fused the circuits, everything's 
welted. 
WILLIE 
(horrified) 
: Ne alr recyling! We have to have air. 


BECK is leaning down, picking something up from the machinery floor. 
It's a bottle. He stares at it. 


.It's an empty alcohol bottle, the kind Doc was making drinks from. 


BECK stares at it stupidly. Then he spots two more empties on the 
floor near the machinery. 


WILLIE 
What...? 


BECK 
Medicinal alcohol. 


gonzs* VOICE (0.S.) 
Woat' a going on, Becky? Where's the 
ic 


BECK looks around to see JONES scowling down at him from the corridor 
above. 


BECK 
a {still stunned) 
Euh? The Dec? I don't know, We had 
a fire... 


. JONES 
” That why you armin' the bubbles? How 
come you didn't sound no evacuation? 


BECK 
What do you mean “arm the bubbles"? 
I didn't --. 
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JONES 
Don't bullshit me. They counting down 
right now! What's goin’ on? What's 
this “sacrifice shit? What you mean 
*unanimous"? Nakamura's all fucked 
up an’ you're -- : 
. becca e 
(stunned realization) 
The escape bubbles! Oh shit! It's 
Deci He's gonna blow the bubbles! 
. f 


BECK.is already scrambling out of the machinery well and pushing the 
astonished WILLIE and JONES out of his way as we... 


CUT TO 
WHOOQQOOSH/OUTSIDE THE SHACK 


An escape capsule (“bubble”) explodes upward from the squat shack like 
a torpedo covered with winking strobe lights (to wake it visible to 
surface rescuers). It disappears into the gloom above, leaving the 
shack with its glowing windows the only source of light in the 
blackness...until...a second later... 


WHOOCCOOSH! Ancther "bubble® erupts, shooting toward the surface, 
lights winking as we... : 


cuT TO 
INSIDE TEE SWAMP ROOM 


poc, his arm scaly, his face blotched, throws another guillotine switch 
and there is a loud noise and a shuddering as another bubble bursts 
from the shack. 


A klaxon is sounding as DOC moves to the next switch and throws it. 


Be's oblivious to the loud pounding on the door to the Swamp as he 
moves from switch to switch and we... 


cut TO 
OUTSIDE THE SBACK 
Another bubble shoots upward dramatically as we... 


cut TO 


DOOR/CORRIDOR | 


BECK, JONES, &na WILLIE are hammering on the heavy door to the Swamp 
without results. Through the tiny window they can see DOC throwing 
switches. Suddenly BECK stops and leans against the door. 


BECK 
It's too late! He's got them all! 
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. WILLIE 
Why? Why is he doing it? 


JONES 
‘Cause he's all fucked up himself an' 
he's taking us with him. 


* BECK ¢ 
Ze thinks he's. saving the human race. 


The door to the Swamp opens suddenly and DOC appears. He looks 
hideous. N 


poc 
~ T gave you all credit. I said it was 
: a unanimous decision, that we were 
doing it together for the good of... 


. WILLIE 
+ 1 Cobb's sicki Go help Cobb. 


came 
. sharply: 
i Cobb has it? 


: ° JONES 
a ° Nak's got it bad, he's all fucked up! 


‘poc 
Believe me, it was the right thing to 
do. If you have family or loved anes 
up there, think what would happen if -~ 


BECK 
(screaming) 
-SHUT. UP AND HELP COBB AND NAKAMURA, 
GOD DAMN YOU! . 
DOC meets BECK'S wild eyes with a calm look. Then... 


DOC 
Of course. 


He turns to go as we... 
COT TO 


THE DORM 

The video screen is silent and blank. 
" 

The. bunks are’empty.. 


Even COBB'S ‘bunk is empty, though the light is still on, the snapshots 
os scattered over the bed. 
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Silence. 

cor To 
LAVATORY 
Empty also. 
And silent. 
Suddenly a toilet flushes loudly. 
Then a-stall door opens. Y 
COBB steps out, buttoning his pants. 


He goes to the sink. About to wash his hands, he hesitates, his eyes 
once again on the bandage. 


Be can't help himself, he has te check it. 


Be peels back the bandage revealing, yet again, the ugly wound. The 
stitched flesh looks normal. 


Relieved, he replaces the bandage, obviously unaware that his whole 
forehead is covered with scaly: patches. 


With the bandage back in place, he is about to wash his hands when he 
catches sight of himself in the. mirror over the sink. 


COBB 
Oh...my God! 


He's standing there, stunned, his world destroyed, when another image 
appears in the mirror, incredibly gruesome. 


It's DOC who's entered the lavatory behind him. He smiles sadly. 
3 boc 
Bullo, Cobb. I've got a needle here. 
A sedative. 
COBB gulps. His lips are trembling. 
boc 
I don’t mean to rush you...but I’m 
-- going to give myself a shot...and I 
won't be much use to you after that. 
cUuT To. 
wt. 
VIDEO SCREEN/ CONTROL 
Words appear rapidly on the screen, full of typos... 


"Puck ymou, you arre no different than Russians. Stupid bastards..." 


109. 


JONES is at the console, pecking furiously on the keyboard as BECK 
watches glumly... 


. ; . BECK 
Doc probably screwed up our 
transmitting capability. They're 
probably Rot receiving us at all. 


Iqnoring BECK, JONES hammers the keys in a rage. 


"You cannot lewave us to die we are American citizens you have to help 
us, you. have to...” , 


BECK 
If they wouldn't respond to me, 
‘they're not going to answer you 
either. 


"You are fucking pigs.” 

JONES bangs the last vords out...then brings his fist down on the keys.” 
SMASH! 

Just then, WILLIE enters the Control Room. 


WILLIE 
I checked all the portable tanks. 
‘There's a total of six hours. 


P BECK 
Two hours each. 


WILLIE 
That's only counting three of us. 


BECK 
(grim) 
that's "how many I'm ren 


WILLIE draws a deep breath...looks are exchanged...but nobody 
contradicts BECK. 


WILLIE 
How about the air in here now? How 
long will that last? 


BECK ye 
Bard to say. There was so much 
smoke...it's in the system... 


id JONES 
{a look at the clock) 
Even if the pickup ship comes, we'll 


Ne 


be...dead. 
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BECK Has something on his mind he's considering. He struggles with it 
as the silence following JONES’ pronouncement grows oppressive. : 


~ BECK 
3 ‘ We could try for the surface... 


Be a+ « WILLIE 
The surface! 
JONES 
No chance! We'd be crushed in a 
second. ° ’ 
; BECK 
_ * dn the wnotor suits! 
JONES 


Those suckers weigh twelve hundred 
pounds! You can't float no twelve 
. hundred pounds! 


a BECK 

’ We could try a real long shot. As I 
= its we don't have anything to 
ose. . 


WILLIE and JONES look questioningly at BECK as we... 


mi ' : cor TO 
/ POINT OF VIEW/CORRIDOR/MOMENTS LATER 
A spooky angle! We're séeing BECK, JONES, and WILLIE coming toward‘us 
along the corridor leading to the Swamp Room from the POINT OF VIEW of 
someone lurking in the shadows. Another piece of the dismembered 
creature perhaps? BECK, WILLIE, and JONES move closer, lost in 
. Conversation... 
ea BECK 
Even if we make it to the surface, we 
won't have much of a chance. We'll 
be alone in a cold ocean... 
Closer... 
2s WILLIE 
I'd cather drown or freeze than die 
down here. 
Closer... 7 
“JONES 
Right on. We'd see the sky anyhow 
(~ ; and... 
= All three of them casp as the shadows in front of them suddenly come 


alive and they find...CCBB is facing them, blocking the way to the 
Swamp, his face distorted by the continued growth of ceils. 
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COBB 
I been lookin’ for you guys. 
, They back away from COBB. 


copa 
“ (strangely) 
y I didn't even know. I thought I was 
okay. i 
{to Willie) 
Bow come you didn’t tell me, Willie? 


0 ; WILLIE 
(defensive) 
_ * 2 was going to, Cobbie, I just... 


COBB 
U (ignoring her, to Beck} 
Doc said there ain't no pickup, and 
there ain't’no air. He wanted to give 
me a knockout shot...but I figured you 
. qoys would just cut me up... 


BECK 
Don't be stupid, Cobb... 


cCoBB 
‘ (a funny smile) 
ie Ob, I ain’t stupid... 

And for the first. time, COBB reveals the babeery povered underwater 
chain saw he's kept hidden behind his back. Holding it up, he makes 
it buzz... 
BECK, JONES, and WILLIE keep backing away... 

COBB 

(sont inuing) 


T ain't stupid at all. I figure I'm 

gonna keep an eye on you guys is 

all...because I don't trust none of 

you, hag bees little Miss Willie 

there, little Miss Charm... 

(advancing on Willie) 

How'd you like to kiss me, you tricky 

oo little bitch... 


Carried away with his anger, COBB takes a step toward her with the saw 
buzzing, and WILLIE has to back up... 
7 


WILLIE 
I swear I wasn't trying to trick you! 
I didn't... 


rh. As COBB threatens WILLIE, BECK sees his chance and lunges.” 
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: BECK 
Grab him! 
fr” BECK gets hold of the arm holding the chain saw and struggles as JONES 
7 hesitates. 
: = “ BECR 
bs Help nel : 


As the chain saw whines, JONES circles behind COBB, looking for. the 
right opportunity. He sees it-and manages to crook one arm around 
COBB'S throat while bringing. COBB'S free arm up hard in the shoulder 
blades; a. traditional come-along hold. 


BECK wrenches COBB'S other arm so the chain saw clatters to the floor. 
! Then he starts to shove COBB along while JONES pushes him also. COBB 
atruggles desperately, snarling and spitting, but he's helpless with 
JOBES’ forearm in his adam's apple. 


+ JONES 
Where...where we goin'? 


“ BECE 
The Messi To the Mess! 
cur To 
.-AMOTRER CORRIDOR/SECONDS LATER 


Cc The four of them come around a corner, an awkward struggling quartet,. 
' clumsy and ridiculous... 


Mes COBB j 

| I'm....uggggghhhk...gonna...spit on 
me gonna spit on you... : 
‘ then... 


COBB is gurgling now in a atrangle hold. 
JONES 
Cobbie...listen...listen to me, man. 
I'm ceally...sorry about this...I... 
swear to God I am! 


they are staggering toward the Mess door... 


Dae WILLIE 
We're all sorry... 
JONES 
a If it was...if it was the other way, 
Be man,..you'd... you'd be doin’ this to 


me! 


F . They're close to the door, WILLIE opens it. 
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JONES and BECK roughly wrestle COBB through the narrow doorway and 
shove him hard from behind as we... 


, "eur ro 
INSIDE. THE MESS ‘ 


COBB staggers forward from the push, almost makes contact with the 
horrible flopping NAKAMURA-CREATURE. Before he can fully regain his 
balance and turn, he hears the door slam behind him. 


° N COBB 
a Not Please! 


COBB dashes to the door and shoves his face against the heavy glass 
window as we... 


cur TO 
THE OTHER SIDE OP TBE DOOR/CORRIDOR 


JONES' face is close to the glass, only inches from COBB'S as he begs 
for forgiveness... 


_ JONES 
We can't do nothin’ fox you, man! 
You're gong! We got to try and save 
ourselves, it's all we we can do. 


BECK grabs JONES' shoulder. 


BECK 
You can't help him, Jones! Come on. 


BECK is pulling the anguished JONES away from the window, pulling him 
down the corridor. 


COBB is screaming through the glass as JONES, BECK and WILLIE hurry off 
down the corridor. 


COBB 
You bastards! You selfish shits! 
You're gonna die too. You're stuck 
down here, you're gonna die just like 
mel 


His eyes full of despair, COBB sees the trio disappear around a corner, 
leaving the corridor empty, leaving him all alone with the horror, as 
WOees 


” 
a 


cot To 
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TRE SWAMP ROOM 


JONES. is protesting as BECK leads JONES and WILLIE into the Swamp Room, 


JONES 
It's cold what we're doin' man. 1 
don't know if we got the right to... 


BECK ‘ 
(whirling, furious) 
Can you save him? Can you? 


= Jones 


No, but -— 
! . ” BECK 
7 We probably can't save ourselves. 
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BECK has pulled a pistol out of his coveralls and he's giving to JONES 
who, ataring in amazenent and dismay, shrinks back from it. 


, JONES 
' Rey, hold on. I ain't shooting 
‘ nobody. ; 


WILLIE is just as horrified, turning on BECK, 


_ WILLIE 
f : We can't shoot him. 


BECK is yanking open his coveralls. 


BECK 
Not Cobb! Mel 


‘BECK is ripping off his coveralls, stripping. 


¢ 


BECK 
If you find the slightest sign of that 
shit on me...kill me. 


JONES 
IT couldn't...do that, man... 


- BECK 
Afterwards...4f I'm clean...I'm going 
to check you... 
Fy (turning to Willie) 
ra eoeand you, If I find anything, I'm 
. going to shoot. Understand? 


BECK looks from JONES to WILLIE. They both look stunned. Slowly they 
, : nod agreement as BECK stands before them naked and we... 


cur TO 


A MONTAGE/SECONDS: LATER 

Bare skin, rippling auscles. 

JONES is staring at BECK'S body, pistol in hand. 
WILLIE is looking too, not daring to breathe. 

BECK stares at the wall grimly... 

WILLIE touches him, turns him gently with her hand... 
JONES svallows...cegrips the. pistol nervously..e 


‘WILLIZ hesitates, she's seen something. 


JONES is sweating... 

WILLIZ is looking closely... 

She sees the pores, the texture of his skin. 
BECK is sweating too. He wets his lips. 

WILLIE breathes a sigh of relief. It's nothing... 
Black muscles, black skin. JONES is naked now. 
BECK is holding the pistol, his face blank. 
WILLIE turns him gently, inspecting closely... 
JONES gulps fearfully. 


Now WILLIE is unzipping her coveralis, stepping out of them. 


JONES stares closely at her skin. 

Her body is firm, not muscular, but athletic... 
JONES turns WILLIE with a gentile touch. 

Pirm buttocks. 

BECK is holding the gun, waiting... 

JONES' eyes. 

Silence. 

Skin... ” 


Then... 
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JONES’ VOICE (0.S.} 
Nothing! We all three okay...80 far. 


& i. cur to 

THE SWAMP ROOM/MINUTES LATER 

BECK, WILLIE and JONES, back in their coveralls, are hastily tying off 

the sleeves and legs of rubber wet suits... 

~ . BECK 
Pa Just get them ag tight as you can. 
- There's no way to get them perfect. 
. . WILLIE 
{tying a@ wet suit) 
Would you really have shot me? 
} | BECK is slow to answer, he's beginning to tie another wet suit. 
} JONES glances up from the wet suit he's tying... 
‘ . 
' JONES 
Yop. He would of. 
: BECK glances toward JONES and their eyes meet and it's a look of 
“ pespect JONES is giving BECK...at last! 
' * 
es cur To 
( 


CHEST PLATE/MOTOR SUIT/MINUTES LATER 


‘ BECK'S hands pull a red handle on the chest plate of his suit, labelled 
“EMERGENCY RELEASE." 


WHOQOOOSH! The chest plate bursts cpen, revealing an interior handle 
-labelled "SECONDARY RELEASE.* 
’ BECK 
. The trickiest part is going to be 
getting cut. Check your releases. 


WILLIE pulls the release on her suit and the plate opens with a 
WEOOCCOSE. 


Then JONES pulls his, it WEOOSBES open as we... 
- cor To 


e 
“. 


~~ 
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AIR TANEKS/MINUTES LATER 


BECK grabs another air tank and hands it to WILLIE who attaches it to 
one of the huge motor suits. The only sound as they work with grim 
determination is the clank of the tanks. JONES is fastening a tank to 
another suit as we... : . 


4 ise OX 


. 


cur To 
RRRRRRR/MOTOR SUITS/MOMENTS LATER 


The arms move. BECK, WILLIE and JONES are in the suits now as they 
slide along the rack toward the lock. Their voices are no longer 
audible except over the crackling radic. 


. 


BECK/RADIO 
I read three hours and six minutes 
air. 


+ WILLIE/RADIO 
Three hours eleven. 


JONES/RADIO 
Three ob nine. 


BECK/RADIO 
Here we go. 


cur TO 
SCREAMING PUMPS/WATER/THE LOCK/LATER 


Water pours furiously into the lock, engulfing BECK as he stands there 
in his motor suit and we... 


CcuT TO 
OUTSIDE THE SHACK 


BECK is in the lead, his light cutting the blackness ahead. WILLIE 
lumbers behind him, then JONES. : 


As they move away from the shack into the blackness, JONES turns 
awkwardly in his bulky suit and locks bask. 


Bis helmet light glares on a lighted porthole revealing COBB'S face 
pressed against the glass, peering out at them as we... 


cour TO 


” 


“ 
MINING EQUIPMENT/UNDERWATER 


Seadlemps rake the spooky underwater equipment as BECK, WILLIE and 
JONES. lumber. past in their huge motor suits and we... 


cuT To 


. 


118. 


TUBEWORMS/LATER 


Like a living jungle, the tubeworms quiver in the current, as the 
glaring headlamps pan and tilt violently across them with each footstep 
of the three motorsuits. 


The worms engulf BECK, JONES.and WILLIE. They have to posh their way 
through, fighting the undulating stems. : 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Bear pore to the left. It's more to 
the left, ‘I think. 


A weird BEL bursts from the tall tubeworms near BECK'S face and he 
reacts...thenee. . ‘ 


BECK/RADIO 
What does your air say? 
+ JONES/RADIO 
Two two eight. 
? BECK/RADIO 
Willie? 
“ WILLIE/RADIO 


Two and a half hours, Maybe I was 
wrong. About the left. 


BECK/RADIO 
No. You were right. 


BECK'S light stabs through the tangle of worms to reveal the steep 
sides of the ship looming abead of them. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Thank God! 


COT TO 
INSIDE THE SHIP 


Lights flare in the gloom. BECK, JONES and WILLIE come into view, 
making their way along @ canted companionway past cabin doors. 


BECK frowns as bis light picks out the doors... 


BECK/RADIO 
We should have entered the same 


a way...I'm lost. 


JONES/RADIO 
' Beok! f seen that before! 


JONES' helmet light is playing on the soft drink machine at the 
junction of corridors. 


lis. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
So did we! We're just turned around! 
We'zte coming from the opposite 
direction... 
(pointing) 
It's that way. 


As they lumber in that direction we... 
: cur To 
THE HOLD/MINUTES LATER ° 


Their helmet lights play violently over the giant containers in the 
hold ag BECK, JONES and WILLIE struggle clumsily down the steep ladder 
into the deptha’ of the cargo hold. 


JOBES/RADIO 
You really think this could work, 
Bec...uh, Mister Beck? Or you juat 
figure we might as well die busy? 


BECK/RADIO 
*"Becky's” okay. I don't mind "Becky." 
" WILLIE/RADIO ; 
It's gonna work! We're gonna make it! 
" JONES/RADIO 
Well, it's a shitty place to die if 
we don't. 
BECK/RADIO 
Air. 
: WILLIE/RADIO 
A hundred minutes... 
JONES/RADIO 
Ninety-nine here. 
BECK/RADIO 


We might make it. It's possible. 
cuT tO 
OUTSIDE THE CONTAINER/LATER 


Through a savage rent in the side of the container, moving lights are 
visible within and we... 


cur TO 


INSIDE THE CONTAINER 


A chain is being wrapped around the neck of one of the bright yeiicw 
tanks. 
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BECK and JONES are making the tank fast as, behind them, WILLIE moves 
among the clutter of tanks, checking them. When she shoves several 
aside, one underneath them comes locse and wiggles free, floating a few 
feet to the top of the container. 


: -_ BECR/RADIO. 
: Tf they float, they're empty. 


WILLIZ starts wrapping chain around one tank after another. 


.  ONES/RADIO 
Bow many do you think we need? 


BECK/RADIO — 
_ ‘No idea. As many as we can get. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
I'm showing forty-seven minutes. 


BECK is wrapping the chain around more tanks. 


< BECK/RADIO 
Faster. 


cor To 
THE DECK/LATER 


Motors whine again as BECK, JONES and WILLIE finally pull the end of 
the chain of cylinders onto the deck. 


BECK/RADIO 
I read twenty-one minutes... 


JONES/RADIO 
Twenty. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Twenty-three. 


BECK turns his back to her so she can get to the wet suits tied in a 
bundle on his back. She pulls them off with clumsy mechanical hands. 


BECK turns, holds up @ cylinder, punctures the neck with a hand drill. 
Bubbles sheot from the cylinder. 


BECK 
Here goes. 


vw. 2 
BECK shoves the neck into the open neck of the limp wet suit. 
The wet suit begins.to bulge, taking the shape of a headless person. 


WILLIE spots a tiny stream of bubbles issuing from the closed sleeve ci 
the ballooning wet suit. 
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WILLIE/RADIO 
(alarmed) 
Te’sa leaking! 
BECK/RADIO 
A little leaking is good...otherwise 
- it'll explode near the surface. 


JONES has already handed BECK the next cylinder. BECK has opened it 
and now he's filling another wet suit. 


The suit is bulging into human shape, pulling upward, trying to rise. 
. SONES/RADIO 
. Becky, zor got a good attitude talkin' 
. about the surface that way. You 
makin' me believe! 


BECK/RADIO 
I read siz dinutes. 


cor To 
A SPOORY PISE/LATER 
The weird PISH suddenly finds itself in.a pool of halogen light. 
Looming into the light, lit from helmet lights below, a bizarre 
airefilled wet suit looms upward through the depths like a headless 
The FISH glides oft into the blackness hastily. 


BECK'S motor suit slides into view, pulled upward by the wet suit 
*balloon.* : : 


BECK is peering out of bis helmet, seeing eerie undersea CREATURES in 
his light. + 


. BECK/RADIO 
I'm seeing fish, I’m seeing 
echoniderms. 2 think we're about a 
thousand feet... 
cur TO 
WILLIE/MOTOR SUIT 


WILLIE is also rising, pulled by ber own “balloon,” her visor tilted 
upward, searching the darkness above her. 


WILLIE snaps off her light and looks upward. 
She.sees faint traces of light in the water above her. 


WILLIE/RADIO 
Light! I see light! 
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JONES ‘follows her‘ look. 


Light. is coming fast, brightening and brightening, as they rise rapidly 
toward the surface, 


The wet suits are swelling furiously, spewing streams of bubbles... 


; * BECK/RADIO * 
Start getting out, the balloons are 
gonna gol 
BECK is reaching for his chest plate, yanking at the handle. 
WHOCOSH! The plate bursts open, revealing the second, interior handle. 
Sunlight is streaming down through the water aa they rush upward. 


WHOOSHI The helmet and torso of the suit are blown open as BECK pulls 


the second lever. Z 


No longer able to breathe, BECK is struggling out of his motor suit as 
the other motor suit, empty, suddenly plunges past him, plummeting 
toward the bottom.. 


WILLIE is free in the water, unable to breathe, being pulled upward in 
the light. 


Wet suits, swelling gigantically in the reduced pressure, burst 
furiously around her. 


SUDDENLY WILLIE BREAKS THE SORFACE AND WE... 
cor To 
THE SUN/WILLIE'S POV 


The sun dazzles and glares, prismatic on a million drops of water, then 
a huge wall of blue blots it all out and we... 


cut TO 
UNDERWATER 


WILLIE goes under again, struggling. She pops the inflatable jacket 
around her neck as we... 


cur TO 
‘THE SURFACE OF THE OCEAN 


" WILLIE breaks Hehe surface again and looking up sees waves like great 
mountains towering upward, blotting out the sky. 


The last hugely bloated wet suit is whipped away by the wind as it 
deflates crazily. 
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« 
WILLIE 
Beck! Jones! 


She looks around desperately...- 


All she sees are the moving mountains changing their shape conatantly 
as their wind whipped surfaces spray glittering prisms of water against 
the sky, 360 degrees of heaving sea. : 


She is emphatically alone, a tiny cork bobbing on a» vast sea. Nowhere 
is there any hope at ali. 


¥ 
Despair in her eyes, she turns and... 


SUDDENLY BECK'S FACE POPS UP ONLY A FOOT FROM HER OWN! Bis eyes are 
glazed. He goes under almost immediately. 


WILLIE grabs for him, tries to pull hin up. 


* JONES’ VOICE (0.S8.) 
WILLIE! 


WILLIE looks over her shoulder to see JONES, his jacket inflated, 
clutching an inflatable float, atruggling down the steep slope of a 
wave toward her. > : 


WILLIE 
Help me! 


BECK'S face emerges again, guiping air desperately. 
WILLIE tries to keep his head above water. 
Then JONES is there, helping her. 


JONES 
We gotcha, bro. We gotcha, 
(ro Willie) 
Get his jacket. 


WILLIE 
Got it. 


HISSSSS! The yellow life jacket on BECK'S chest inflates and BECK is 
suddenly floating, his head lolled back as he gulps air, wide eyes 
staring stupidly at the sky. 


Suddenly WILLIE is hysterically jubilant now that all three are 
together and jiive. . 
é 


WILLIE 
Look! Look! The sunt. The goddamn 
sunl 


JONES follows her look upward at the bright dazzling ball beaming 
eheerfully in the clear blue sky. : 


( 
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. i JONES 
Yeah. Right on! Sun. 


BECE is still out of it, his eyes unfocussed, staring groggily at a 
mountain of water towering thirty feet above him, lifting him lazily, 
lifting, lifting, lifting until he's on top and the ocean stretches out 
around him forever and ever and ever with nothing in sight but endless 
Waves, aS WE... ee ee 4 

cur To 
STARS, MOON/NIGET , 
The night sky glitters with a million stars. 
The heaving sea rolls forever, smeared with moonlight. 
We hear WILLIE'S VOICE... 


; WILLIE’S VOICE (0.S.) 
Beck! Beck? 


No answer. 


The sea heaves again and WILLIE appears, a dark blur against the float 
that glows yellow in the moonlight. 


WILLIE 
Jones? Jonesy? 


Another ailence. Then... 


JONES’ VOICE (0.S.) 
Over... here, 


WILLIE peers at the black sea as it rolls and writhes in glittering 
moonlight, wave tops shimmering, the troughs lost in shadowy mystery. 


i WILLIE 
IT..-can't...s@e you. Are you all 
right? 


Another long pause. The ocean rolls, she catches a brief glimpse of 


a bead above water twenty yards away. Then... 


JONES’ VOICE (0.S.) 
= Yeah, I'm...okay. 


WILLIE 
" I'm going to fire another flare. 


JONES! VOICE (0.S.) 
- What about...Becky? 


WILLIE 
T...don't know. 
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WHOOSH! WILLIE discharges a flare pistol. 


Stars glitter overhead-in the darkness as the flare blossoms like a 
flower in the night sky and falls slowly and elegantly into the sea. 


For a long moment the stars glitter as though the flare had never been 


there, then w@... dea) \ 


cor To 
ANGRY SBA/DAY 2 


The sun is an ugly smear against a dull sky, the sea is dark as the 
wind whines and makes froth on the boiling surface. 


A shark fin cuts ominously through the black water. 


Bobbing on the surface with only his head above water, BECK stares at 
2 ee ea eyes. He doesn't seen to comprehend the significance of 
@ shark. : : 


Pifteen yards away, WILLIE is riding up a wave, clutching a float. 
She's watching the shark, understanding exactly what it means. As 
the wave cides her higher and higher to its rolling creat, she 
sees something else. : 


A ship! Tiny on the horizon, it looks like a destroyer, maybe ten 
niles off. 


WILLIE 
Jones! Jones! 


JONES. is on the other side of the wave, on the down slope, his head 
barely sticking out of the water, tilted so he can suck in air as the 
water laps at his face... 


JONES. 
(weakly) 
Yeah! 


WILLIE 
Jonesy! A ship! I see a ship! Hang 
on, Jonesy! - 


JONES gulps for air. Water slopes above him and he catches sight of 
the shark fin cutting through the wave. 


The shark is circling and... 


there are tvo fof then. 


os JONES 
Com.. pany. 


WILLIE 
I see then. 


ey 
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WILLIE is struggling in her life jacket to get the flare gun clear. 
With enormous effort she sanages to point it skyward. 


WHOGGOSH! A flare rockets into the dull grey sky. 
A shark cuts past BECK, very close. : 


WILLIE 
I'm out of flares, Jonesy. Shoot one. 


e 


JONES guips air, his face barely above the water. 
: Jones 


Can't. 
A shark glides close and rolls lazily, showing grim mouth and white 
belly. 

Thrashing in the water, WILLIE struggles to get closer to JONES. 


WILLIE 
. Give ne a flare then. 


She's five yards away. 


With enormous effort, JONES turns his face toward WILLIE, his eyes wide 


with horror. 


"JONES 
Nol Can't! Don'ti 


WILLIE is within a yard of him now, reaching. 
WILLIE 


Where are they? In your life vest? 
I'll get then... 


‘A TENTACLE SURPACES) ‘THE.SAME SCALY MATERIAL OF THE TRANSFORMED 


SIXPACK AND BOWMAN AND NAKAMURA. 


JONES 
Tt ain't se! I nean...I'm gone! 
T'm..-dn.- it! 


JONES' agonized face watches helplessly as WILLIE is engulfed by "the 


test of him® and dragged down by a scaly appendage. 


WILLIE 
” Jonesy! Nol WN... 
“. 


She goes under! 
‘ JONES 
I can't...do...nothin'....It..- 
I'm dp it. 


WILLIE fights hec way to the surface, eyes blurred with water. 
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She sdes JONES' frightened face close to her own, trapped in the 
writhing scaly creature that's clumsily engulfing her. 


ey Underwater she kicks and squirms, fighting to get free. 
Ten yards away, BECK bobs in the water, barely conscious. 


A shark circles closer as we... 


i 


cur to 
A RAVY. SHIP : 
The bow is slicing through the water as we... 
ae : cor To 
TRE BRIDGE 


Several OPPICERS are gathered én the bridge of the Navy ship, combing 
the sea ahead with binoculars. 


The FIRST OFFICER'S POV through the binoculars reveals an endless 
panorama of tossing seas...no sign of life. 


The SECOND OFFICER, sweeping the same horizon, suddenly freezes and - 
abruptly pans his binoculars back a few degrees. 


f° "SECOND OPFICER 
I think I see something. 


i Seen through the SECOND OFFICER'S binoculars, the sea seems just as 
vacant...until a yellow dot bobs to the top of a wave three miles 
away...-then disappears in the trough almost immediately as we... 


cur TO 
WHIRLING ROTORS/DECK ’ 


A helicopter, rotors thundering, is about to lift off the deck even as 
two more SEAMEN, fighting the prop wash, hastily climb aboard. Almost 
before the two men are inside the open decor, the chopper is lifting 
urgently off the deck and we... 


coT TO 


WATER/WILLIE 


Far from the ship and the chopper, WILLIE is still struggling with the 
scaly arms ofthe JONES-CREATURE, while JONES' face bobs up and down, 
sometimes under water, then clearing the water and gurgling desperately 
for air, as ‘Wwe... 


ree on CUT TO 
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ONDERWATER 


WILLIZ squicms and twists and finally, with a last effort, wrenches 
herself? clear of the awkward scaly creature as we... 


- . ° Cor to 
TRE SURFACE ~ : 

WILLIE breaks the surface, thrashing wildly, not far from BECK. 
JONES' face bobs up and sees WILLIE getting away. 


JONES 
_ + Go, baby, gol 


A SBARK FIN cuts between them and JONES screams at the SHARK. 
, JONES . 
You want meat, motherfucker? Come on! 
Meat! I'm your man, motherfucker. 
~ Meat, Beat, meat, come on, you jive 
motherfucking piece of bait, eat me! 


As though on command, the huge SHARK rolls and lunges, tearing at the: 
scaly CREATURE with terrible jaws. 


JONES' face is pulled underwater violently as the water turns red. 
Another SHARK veers close, rolling and ripping. 


JONES' face emerges briefly from the bloody water, gasping and yelling 
defiantly... 


JONES 
Meat! Meeeeseeee...t! Eeeete-t 
meeeee! 


Then he's gone ag several SBARKS tear at the thrashing scaly arms of 
the CREATURE who seems to be resisting fiercely as we... 


cot To 
INSIDE THE CHOPPER 


The goggled PILOT is peering out the plexi at the heaving sea fifty 
feet below. He hag to shout to be heard over the roaring blades, 


" PILOT 
a There they are! 


The CCPILOT Follows the look. 


A hundred yards ahead, fifty feet below, he can see WILLIE and BECK 
bebbing in the huge sea. WILLIE is waving frantically. 


~ 
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Then the COPILOT looks ten yards beyond them at the bloody turmoil in 
the water. 


The COPILOT turns and speaks to the GUNNER crouched behind him in the 
cabin ef the chopper. 


a "_,  COPILOT 
a Te's a dirty LZ, Unfriendlies. 


In the cabin, the GUNNER is unlimbering a fifty caliber gun... 


\ 


a GUNNER 
5 Az I gonna have a clear shot? 


TBE WATER, 

WILLIZ ts looking up as the shepesr thunders twenty feet overhead, 
stirring up the sea with the fury of the roters. Clutching BECK, she 
watches them tilt past her, she sees the GUNNER in the open door. 


Then the chopper comes around in a tight arc, right over the frenzy of 


Se 
BUDDAR BUDDAH BUDDAH. The terrible gun chatters furiously as We... 
cur To 
GUNNER/ CHOPPER 


Hunched over his raging gun, the GUNNER can see bullets ripping into: 
the frenzied, squirming crowd of SHARKS...and he can see a writhing 
scaly shape twisting among them, THE CREATURE! Already savagely torn: 
by the SHARKS, the scaly thing is chewed again by the fifty caliber 
shells! It would be impossible in the blood and the water and the 
confusion to see anything of JONES as we... 


cur To 
WILLIE/THE WATER 


Glancing back over her shoulder, WILLIE can see the carnage behind her, 
blood red water, huge gobbets of floating tissue. 


Then the chopper is right over her, ten feet up, the wind in her face. 
She clutches BECK as a ladder is lowered to them.. A SEAMAN is part way 
down the ladder, extending a hand to ber as we... 


v cor TO” 
SILENCE/SHIP."S HOSPITAL 


BECK comes awake with a start and sits up in the bed. He's 
wearing a clean white hospital gown. 


Facing him is a kindly young doctor, DR. YOUNG, and a friendly NURSZ. 
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BEecx : a 
Where...? an 


BECK looks around frantically as DR. YOUNG puts a reassuring band 
on BECKS shoulder and speaks to hin in a scothing voice. 


= -- = BR. YOUNG , 

: It’s John Beck, isn't it? 
Bverything's going to be fine, John. 
You're on board the USS Lightning in 
the ship's bospital. I'm Doctor Young 
and this... 


BECK 
. * donest Willie! What about Jones 


DR. YOONG 
By "Willie* you mean Miss Williamson? 


BECK 
(nodding) 
Ta she all right? 


- BR. YOONG 
(ambiguous) 
She's just down the corridor, two 
doors away. , ( 


Becx 
What about Jones? 


BR. YOUNG 
Rot so fortunate, I'm afraid. The 
helicopter pilot couldn't find any... 
indication of a third person. Do you 
remember the sharks? 


: BECK 
(remembering) 
Sharks...yeah. 


DR. YOUNG 
Think you can stand up? The guys who 
lied you out said there was some 
= ind of squid or octopus or something 
that apparently distracted the sharks 
from the two of you. Otherwise, they 
said, you and Miss Williams would have 
“ been dead meat. They or this other... 
thing...must have got your friend Jones. 


DR. YOUNG has been gently helping BECK out of the bed as he speaks. 
Now BECK ig standing unsteadily, holding the bed, alarmed by his next 
concern. 
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: : BECK 
You. oeyou examined us? 


DR. YOUNG helps support BECK, leading hin from the bed. 


br. YOUNG 
- (nodding) 
s Considering ete you've been through, 
you're tip top. We even took x-rays. 


BECK halts, resisting DR. YOUNG'S gentle forward movement. 


oe : BECK - 
What about Willie? Is she okay? Did 
. ' you check her? 


DR. YOUNG gives a friendly smile and again leads BECK toward the 
door with &@ gentle grip on his ars. 


DR. TOONG . 
That's what I want to talk to you 
- about. I thought we could go see her. 
TE you're up to it. 


BECK looks alarmed as DR. YOUNG continues leading him right out of the 
LOOM a8 W@.ee 


cUr To 
BECK, DR. YOUNG/CORRIDOR 


DR. YOUNG continues to talk as he escorts BECK along the narrow 
corridor with the NURSE right behind thea... 


DR, YOUNG 
T thought ma - you could help. 
Seeing you s ght evs 


BECK . 
What's wrong with her? 


BECK has halted again. Again DR. YOUNG moves him gently ahead. 


DR. YOONG 
Weeeeell...physically nothing. She 
—_ checks out like you, fit as a fiddle. 


BECK 
Then...then what...? 


: DR. YOUNG 
I'm afraid the ordeal was pretty rough 
on her mentally. I'm hoping it's just 
temporary, a little disorientation. 
That's why if she sees you... 
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a BECK 
> £ don't understand. 


DR. YOUNG 
She's been telling us some pretty 
fantastic nonsense. One of her 
~ delusiona, for example, is that your 
companion, Jones, was transformed into 
@ sea Fonster or something along those 
lines and that it was he who engaged 


the sharks. 
. BECK 
“ Oh. 
“DR. YOUNG has paused at a dcor which he is about to open. 
“ DR. YOUNG 


My hope ig that it's a temporary sort 
of thing...disorientation...some sort 
of compensation...maybe if she sees 


YOUses 
DR. YOUNG opens the door. 


BECK sees WILLIE, her back to hin, standing by a porthole. She's 
wearing oversized jeans and a man's sweater. 


, DR. YOUNG 
Mise Williamson... 


WILLIE turns and sees BECK as we... 
cor To 
INSIDE THE ROOM 


. For a moment WILLIE and BECK are just looking into each other's eyes. 


Then... a 


WILLIE 
The Doctor told me...you were...okay. 


Suddenly BECK grins hugely. 


BECK 
"Pit as a fiddle,” he said. Same as 
you. wee 


WILLIE grins too, her eyes suddenly alive and sparkling. 
MH. . 
DR. YOUNG shifts uneasily in the grinning silence, ill] at ease. 


. DR. YOUNG 
Te. othe 


BECK'S eyes are locked on WILLIE'S eyes even as he speaks to DR. YOUNG. 
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% BECK 
Uh, listen, Doc...maybe we could, uh, 
« go up on deck and, sort of, look at 
che gun. Kind of straighten out our 
eads. 


“DR. YOUNG — : : 
: Ub, I don"t see why not, ob... 


BECK and WILLIE are still looking into each other's eyea as we... 
: re . cor to 
DAZZLING SUN/DESTROYER DECK 
the sun is blazing in a clear blue sky as... 
CREDITS BEGIN 


BECK and WILLIE are standing art in arm on the deck, looking up. at the 
sun as though it was a miracle as... 


TRE CREDITS CONTINUE 


The destroyer is cutting through the sparkling blue waves, while,.on 
deck, WILLIE puts her head on BECK'S shoulder, 


They're standing there, at. peace with the world, as... 
THEE TITLES CONCLUDE 
TBE END 


n 
“ 


